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S H A K E*$ P E ARES, 

SONNETS* 


F Rom fair eft creatures we dcnrelncreafc., 

That thereby beauties Roft might neuer die. 

But as the riper mould by time deceafe. 

His tender neire might beare his memory: 

But thou contra&cd to thine owne bright eyes. 
Feed’ll thy lights flame with felfe fubftantiail fewell* 
Making a famine where aboundance lies. 

Thy felfe thy foe,to thy fweet felfe too ctuelli 
Thou that art now the worlds frefli ornament. 

And only herauld to the gaudy fpring. 

Within thine owne bud burieft thy content. 

And tender chorlc makft waft in niggarding: 

Pitty the world,or clfe this glutton be, 

To cate the worlds duc,by me graue and thee. 
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T7‘\7'Hen fortie Winters fhallbefeige thy brow, 

^ And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field. 

Thy youthes proud liucryfo gaz’d on now, 

Wil be a totter’ d weed of final worth held: 


Then being askt,where all thy beaurie lies. 
Where all the treafiire of thy lufty dales; 

To fay within thine owne deepe fiusken eyes. 
Were an all-eating fhame^nd thrifUeflc praife. 
How much more praife deferu’d thy 'beauties vie, 
If thou couldft aniwere this faire child of mine 
Shall fum my count, and make my old excufe 
Proouing Msbeautieby fuceeflion thine. 
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This were to be new made when thou art ould. 

And fee thy blood war me when thon feel'll it could, 

3 

L Ookein thy glafle and tell the face thou veweft. 
Now is the time that face Ihould forme an other, 
Whofe frelhrepaire if now thou not reneweft. 

Thou d bo’ll beguile the world, vnblelfe fome mother. 
For where is fhe fo {kite whofe vn-eard wombe 
Di (Baines the tillage of thy husbandry? 

Or who is he fo fond will be the combe. 

Of his felfe toue to lioppofterity? 

Thou art thy mothers glaffe and fhe in thee 
Calls backe the louely Aprill of her prime. 

So thou through windowes of thine age (halt fee, 
Difpightof wrinkles this thy goulden rime. 

But if thou liue remembrcd not to be, 

Dieiingle and thine Image dies with thee. 

4 

T 7Nthrifty IouelinelJe why doll thou Ipend, 

V Vpon thy folfo thy beauties legacy? 

Natures bequeft giues nothing but doth lend. 

And being franck Ihe lends to thofe are free: 

Then beautious nigard why dooft thou abufe, 
Thebountious largelfe giuenthee to giue? 

Profides vforer why dooll thou vie 

So great a fumme of futnmes yet can’ll not liue? 

For hailing traffike with thy felfe alone, 

Thou of thy felfe thy fweet lelfo doll deceaue. 

Then how when nature calls thee to be gone. 

What acceptable can’ll thou leaue? 

Thy vnuf d beauty mull be tomb’d with thee. 

Which vfcd Hues th’executor to be. 

T 5 

Hole howers that with gentle worke did frame. 

The louely gaze where eucry eye doth dwell 
Will play the tirants to the very fame. 

And 



Sonnets. 


And that vnfaire which fairely doth excell: 

For .rtuer refting time leads Summer on. 

To hidious winter and confounds him there. 

Sap checkt with froft and luftie leau’s quite goa. 

Beauty ore-fnow’d and barenes euery where* 

Then were not futnmers diftillation left 
A liquid prifoner pent in walls of glaffe. 

Beauties effe&with beauty were bereft. 

Nor it nor noe remembrance what it was. 

But flowers diffil’d though they with winter meete, 
Leefe but their fhoWjtheir fubflance Hill Hues fweet. 

6 

T Hen let not winters wragged hand deface. 

In thee thy fummer ere thou be diftifd: 

Make fweet feme viall;trealure thou fome place. 

With beautits treafure ere it be felfe kil’d: 

That vie is not forbidden vfery. 

Which happics ihofe that pay the willing lone; 

That's for thy feife to breed an other thee. 

Or ten times happier be it ten for one. 

Ten times thy felfe were happier then thou art. 

If ten of thine ten times refigur d thee. 

Then what could death doc if thou fhould’ft depart, 
Lcauing thee Uuing in pofterity ? 

Be not felfe-wild for thou arc much too faire. 

To be deaths conqueftand make wormes thine heire. 


L Oe in the Orient when the gracious light, _ 
Lifts vp hisbuming head,each vnder eye 
Doth homage to his new appearing fight, 
Seruing with lookes his facred maieffy. 

And ha ving climb' d the fteepe vp heauenly hill, 
Refembling ftrong youth in his middle age. 
Yet mortall lookes adore his beauty flill. 
Attending on his goulden pilgrimage: 

Butwhcnftom bigh-tnoft picn with way car, 
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Like feeble age he reeleth from the day. 

The eyes(fore dutious)now conuerted are 
From his low trad and iooke an other way: 

So thou,thy felfe oat-going in thy noons 
Vnlok’d on dieft vnlele thou get a fonne. 
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M Vfick to heare,why hear ft thou tnufick fadly. 

Sweets with fwcets warrc not , ioy delights in ioy 
Why lou’ft thou that which thou receauft not gladly. 

Or clfe receauft with plca&re thine annoy ? 

If the true concord of well tuned founds. 

By vnions married do offend thine care. 

They do but fweetly chide thee, who confounds 
In finglencfic the parts that thou fhoukfftbearer 
Marke how one firing fweet husband to an Gther, 

Strike' each in each by mutual!, ordering; 

Reiembling fier,and child, and happy mother. 

Who all in one,one pleafing note do fing: 

Whole fpeecblefle long being many,ieeming one. 
Sings this to thee thou finglt wilt proue none. 

9 * 

I S it for fcarc to wet a widdowes eye. 

That thou confum’ft thy felfe in finglelife? 

Ahjif thou i fluidic fhalt hap to die, 

The world will waile thee like a makeleffe wife. 

The world wilbe thy widdow and ftill wcepc* 

That thou no forme of thee haft left behind , 

When cuerypriuat widdow well may keepe. 

By childrens cyes,her husbands fhape in minder 
Lookc what an vnthrift in the world doth Ipend 
Shifts but his placc/or flail the world inioyes it 
But beauties Wafto hath in the world an end. 

And kept vnyfde the tier fo deffroyes Its 
Noloue toward others in that bofbme fits 
That on himlelfe fudh imirdrous &arae commits. 
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IO 

F Or fiiame deny that thou bear ftlcueto any 
Who for thy felfe art lb Ynprouident 
Graunt ifthou wilt,thou art bclou’d of many. 

But that thou none lou ft is moft euident: 

Fot thou art fo pofleft with murdrous hate. 

That gainft thy lelfe thou ftickft not to conipire. 

Seeking that bca utious roofe to ruinate 
Which to repairefhould be thy chiefe defire : 

O change thy thought 5 that I may change my minde. 

Shall hate be fairer log’d then gentle loue? 

Be as thy prclence is gracious and kind. 

Or to thy lelfe at leaft kind harted proue. 

Make thee an other lelfe for loue ofme. 

That beauty ftill may line in thine or thee* 

II 

A Sfaft as thou IKalt wane lb faft thou grow’ft. 

In one of thinc/rom that which thou departeft. 

And that frefh bJoud which yongly thou beftow’ft. 

Thou maift call thine, when thou from youth conuerteft. 
Herein Hues wilHome,beauty,and incrcale, 

Withoutthis fbllic,age,and could decay. 

If all were minded fo,the times ftiould ceafe, 

And thrcdcoorcyearc would make the world away: 

Let thole whom nature hath not made for ftore, 
ffarfti,featurelefle,and rude , barrenly pemfli, 

Lookc whom fhe beft indow*d 3 lhe gaue the more; 

Which bountious guift thou ftsouldft in bounty cherr ifti. 
She earn’d thee for her feale,and menttherby. 

Thou ftiouldft print more,not let that coppy die* 

1 % 

\7\^Hen I doe count the clock that tels the time. 

And fee the braue day lunck in hidious nighty 
Whenl behold the violet paftprkne f 
And fable curls or filuer d ore with white : 

When lofty trees I fee barren ofleaues. 

Which erft from heat did canopie the herd 


And 
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And Sommers greene all girded vp in fheaues 
Borne on the beare with white and briftly beard: 
Then of thy beauty do I queftion make 
That thou among the waftes of time tnuft goe. 

Since fweets and beauties do them-felues forfake. 
And die as fad as they fee others grow. 

And nothing gainft Times fieth can make defence 
Saue breed to braue him, when he takes thee hence. 


f'J That you were your felfe,but loue you are 
' vv/ No longer yours,then you your felfe here liue> 
Againft this cumming end you fhould prepare. 

And your fweet ferablance to fbme other giue. 

So fhould that beauty which you hold in leafe 
End no determination,thcn you were 
You felfe again after your felfes deceafe. 

When your fweet iffue your fweet forme fhould beare. 
Who lets fo faire a houfe fall to decay. 

Which husbandry in honour might vphold, 

Againft the ftormy gufts of winters day 
And barren rage of deaths eternal! cold? 

O none but vnthrifts,deare my loue you know. 

You had a Father,let your Son fay fo. 

14 

N Ot fro nthe ftars do Tmyiudgementplucke, 

And yet me chiukes I haue Aftronomy, 

But not to tell of good,o? euil Iurke, 

Of plagues.of dearths, or feafons quallity. 

Nor can I fortune to breefe mynuits tellj 
Pointing to each bis thunder, raine and winde, 

Or fay with Princes if it fhal go wel 
By oft predict that I in heauen finde. 

But from thine eies my knq wledge I deriue, 

And conftant ftars in them 1 read fuch art 
As truth and bcautie fhal together thriue 
Iffromthy feIfe*to ftorc thou wouldft conuert: 
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Or elfeoftheethis I prognofticate^ 

Thy cod is Truthes aad Beauties doome and date. 

i*; 

W Hen I confider cuery thing that growea 
' ^ Holds in perfe&ionbuc a little moment. 

That this huge ftageprefenteth nought but Ihowe* 
Whereon the Stars in fecret influence comment. 

When I perceiue that men as plants mcreafc, 

Cheared and checkt euen by the felfe-fame side; 

Vaunt in their youthfull fap,at height decreafe, 

And were their braue ftate out of memory. 

Then the conceit of this inconftantftay. 

Sets you moft rich in youth before my fight. 

Where waftfull time debareth with decay 
To change your day of youth to fullied night. 

And all in war with Time for loue of you 
As he takes from you,! ingraft you new. 

16 

B Vt wherefore do not you a mightier wale 
Make warre vppon this bloudie tirant time? 

And fbrtifieyour felfe in your decay 

With meanes more bleffed then my barren rime? 

Now ftand you on the top ofhappie hourcs. 

And many maiden gardens yet vnfet. 

With vertuous wifh would bcare your liuing flowers* 
Much liker then your painted counterfeit; 

So fliouldthe lines oflife that life repaire 
Which this (Times penfoi or mypupillpcn ) 

Neither hi inward worth nor outward faire 
Can make you liue your felfe in eies of men. 

To giue away your felfe,keeps your felfe {till. 

And you muft liue drawne by your ownc fweet skill. 

\7\7Hb will beleeue my rerie in time to come 
v ” Ifit were fild with your moft high defcrts? 

B 4 Though 
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Though yet heauen knowes it is but as a torobe 
Which hides your life , and ftiewcs not halfe your parti? 
If I could write the beauty of your eyes. 

And in frefli numbers number all your graces. 

The age to come would fay this Poet lies. 

Such heauenly touches nere toucht earthly faces. 

So ihould my papers (yellowed with their age) 

Be fcorn d,like old men of lefle truth then tongue. 

And your true rights be termd a Poets rage. 

And ftretched miter of an Antique long. 

But werefome childe of yours aliue that time. 

You fhould Hue twife in it,and in my rime. 

z8* 

S Hall I compare thee to a Summers day? 

Thou art more louely and more temperate: 

Rough windes do {hake the darlingbuds of Mate; 

And Sommers leafe hath all too fhort a date: 

Sometime too hot the eye of heauen fhines. 

And often is his gold complexion dimm’d. 

And curry faire from fairc fome-time declines. 

By chance, cm: natures changing courfe rntrim’d: 

But thy ecemall Sommer fball not fade, 

Norloofe poffcffion of that faire thou ow’ft. 

Nor fhall death brag thou wandr ft in his fhade. 

When in eternal! lines to time thou grow’ft. 

So long as men can breath or eyes caa fee. 

So long lines this, and this giues life to thee, 

19 

T^Euouring time blunt thou the Lyons pawes, 
-■-'And make the earth deuoure her owne fweet brood, 
Plucke the keene teeth from the fierce Tygers yawes. 
And buntethe long liud Pharnix in her blood. 

Make glad and forry feafons as thou fieet’ft. 

And do what ere thou wilt fwift-footed time 
To the wide world and all her fading fweets: 

But I forbid thee one mo ft hainous crime. 


O 



S O K KB T I® 

O caruc act with thy bowers my loues fair e brow. 

Nor draw noe lines there with thine antique pen* 

Him in thy courfe yntainted doe allow. 

For beauties patterne to fucceding men. 

Yet doe thy worfrouIdTime diipightthy wrong. 
My loue £hall in my vcrfe euer line young* 

20 

A Womans Face with natures owne hand painted, 
Hafte thou theMafter Mitfris of mypaflion, 

A womans gentle bait but not acquainted 
With Ihiftirg change as is falfe w omens fafhion. 

An eye more bright then theirs,ldfe falfe in rowling; 
Gilding the obieft wherc-ypon it gazcth, 

A man in hew all Hews in his ct ntrowling. 

Which ftealesmens eyes and womens foudes araaieth. 
And fora woman were thou firft created. 

Till nature as flae wrought thee foil a dotinge. 

And by addition me of thee defeated. 

By adding one thing to mypurpoie nothing* 

But fince fhe ptickt thee out for womens pleaiure. 
Mine bethy loue and thy loues vfe their treafure® 

21 

O is it not with me as with that Mule, 
wj Stird by a painted beauty to his verfe. 

Who heauen it lei fe for ornament doth vfe. 

And eoery faire with his faire doth reherle. 

Making a coopeknent of proud compare 

With Sunne and Moone,wIth earth and leas rich gems; 

With Aprills firft borne flowers and all things rare. 

That heauens ayre in this huge rondure hems, 

O let me true inrloue but truly write. 

And thcabefeeue mt 3 my loue is as faire. 

As any mothers childe,t hough notfo bright 
As thofegould candells&tt in heauens ayer.* 

Let them lay more that Hkc ofheare-fay well, 

I will not prayfe thatpurpoft not to fell 

C 42 
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Ik M Yglaflcfliallnotperfwadcmelaroould, • 
i-Vl So long as youth and thou ate of one date. 

Bat when in thee times forrweslbebould. 

Then look 1 death my daies fliould expiate. 

For all that beauty that doth couer thee. 

Is but the leemely Tayment of my heart. 

Which in thy breft doth liue,as thine in me. 

How can I then be elder then thou art? 

O therefore loue beof thy felfe fo wary. 

As I not for my felfe,but for thee will. 

Bearing thy heart which I will keepe fo chary 
As tender nurle her babefrom faring ill. 

Prefume noton thy heart when mine isfiaine, 

Thou gauft me thme not to giue backc againe. 
a? 

A S an vnperfeA a£tor on the ftage. 

Who with his feareis put bdides his part. 

Or Ibmc fierce thlng repleat with too much rage. 

Whole ftrengths abondance weakens his owne heart; 

So I for feareof truft,forget to lay. 

The perfaft ceremony ofloues right. 

And in mine owneloues ftrength leemeto decay, 
Ore-charg’d with burthen of mine owne loucs mights 
O let my books be then the eloquence. 

And domb prelagers of my {peaking breft. 

Who pleade for loue.and look for recompence. 

More then that tonge that more hath more expreft, 

O leame to read what filent loue hath writ. 

To heare wit eics belongs to loues fine wiht. 

24 

M ine eye hath play’d the painter and hath ftecld, 
f hy beauties forme in table of my heart. 

My body is the frame wherein ti s held, 
Andperlpe&iuetcis heft Painters art 
Bat through the Painter muft you fie his skill. 

To 
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To finde where your tree Image pi&ur’d lies, 

VVhich in myhofomes (hop is hanging ftil. 

That hath his windowes glazed with thine eves: 

Now fee what good-turnes eyes for-eies haue done. 

Mine eyes hauedrawne thy fhape,and thine for me 
/•re windowes to my breft, where-through the Sun 
Delights to peepe,to gaze therein on thee 
Yet eyes this cunning want to grace their art 
They draw but what they fee,know not the liars* 

I _ *5 

Et thole who are In fauor with their fta-s, 
-Ofpublikeiionour and proud titles boft, 

Whiift 1 whome fortune of fitch tryumph bars 
Vnlookt for ioy in that I honour noli; 

Great Princes fauotites their faire leaues fpread. 

But as the Marygold at the luns eye. 

And in them-felues their pride lies buried. 

For at a frowne they in their glory die. 

The*painefull warrier famofed for worth, 

Afcer a thoufand Yidiories once foild. 

Is from thebooke of honour raled quite. 

And all thereil forgot for which he toildj 
Then happy I that lone and am bcloued 
Where I may not remoue,nor be remoued. 

*6 

L Ord of my !oue,to whome in vaflalage 
Thymerrithathmy duticflrongly kmt; 

Totbeel fend this written ambaflage 
To witneffe duty, not to fhew my wit. 

Duty fo great,which wit fo poore as mine 
May make feeme bare,in wanting words ro fhew k; 

But that T hope feme good conceipt of thine 
In thy fbules thought^ all naked ) will beftow it: 

Til whatfoeuer ftar that guides my mouing. 

Points on me gratioufly with fame afpedt. 

And puts apparrdl on my tottered louing, 

c % y© 
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To {how me worthy of the*r Tweet reipcft. 

Then may I dare to boaft how 1 doe loue thee. 

Til then,not £how my head where thou maift prouetnB 
V7 

\yEary with toyl e,l haft me to my bed , 

The deare repofe for lims with trauaill tired. 

But then begins a iourny in my head 

To workc my mind, when boddies work’s expired. 

For then my though ts(from far where I abide ) 

Intend a zelous pilgrimage to thee,* 

And keepe my drooping eye-lids open wide. 

Looking on darknes which the blind doe lee. 

Saue that my loules imaginary fight 
Prefents their fhaddoe to my fightlcs view. 

Which like a iewellfhunge in gaftly night) 

Makes blacke night beautious,and her old face new. 

Loe thus by day my lims,by night my mind. 

For thee,and for my fclfe,noe quiet Bade, 

28 

H OW can I then returne in happy plight 
That am debard the benifit of reft? 

When daies oppreflion is not eazd by night. 

But day by night and night by day opreft. 

And each(though enimes to ethers raigne^ 

Doe in confent ftiake hands to torture me. 

The one by toyle,the other to complaine 
How far 1 toyle,ftill farther off from thee. 

I tell the Day topleale him thou art bright. 

And do’ft him grace when clouds doe blot the heauen: 

So flatter I the fwart complexiond night. 

When Jparkling ftars twirc not thou guil’ft th’ eauen. 

But day doth daily draw my fbrrowes longer, (ftronger 
And night doth nightly make greefes length feeme 


29 

'X^VT'Hcn in difgrace with Fortune and mens eyes 
’ T I all alone bewcepe my out-caft ftatc* 
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cries, 

-Featured like him,]ike him with friends poffeft. 
Defiring this mans art,and that mans skope. 

With vhat i moft inioy contented leaft, 

Yet in the<e thoughts my felfe almoft delpifing, 
Haplyc Ithinkeon thee, and then my ftate, 

(Tike to the Larke at breake of daye arifing^) 

From fullen earth fings himns at Hcauens gate. 

For thy fweetloue remembred fuch welth brings. 
That then I skornc to change my ftate with Kings. 


And trouble deatfeheauen with my bootlefle 
And looke vpon my felfe and curfc my fate. 
Wifbing me like to one more rich in hope. 


3 ° 

■y XT' Hen totheSeflionsoffweet filent thought, 

’ I fommon vp remembrance of things paft, 

I figh thelacke of many a thing Ifought, 

And with old woes new waile my deare times wafte : 
Then can I drownc an eye(vn-yid to flow) 

For precious friends hid in deaths dateles night. 
And wecpe a frcfh Ioues long fince canceld w'oe. 
And mone tH’expenee of many a vanniflit fight. 
Then can I grccuc at grccuances fore-gon. 

And heauily from woe to woe tell ore 
r The fad account of fore-bemoncd mone. 

Which I new pay ,as if not payd before. 

But if the while I thinke on thee ( deare friend) 

All Ioffes are reftord,and forrowes end. 


T hy bofbme is indeared with all hearts. 

Which I by lacking haue fuppofed dead. 

And there raignes Loue and all Loues louing parts. 
And aftthofe friends which I thought buried. 
How many a holy and obfcquious teare 
Hath deare religious lb ue ftolne from mine eye. 

As intereftof the dead, which now appeare. 

But dungs remou’d that hidden in there lie. 
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Thou art the graue where buried loue doth Hue, 

H ung with the tropheis of my louers gon. 

Who all their parts of me to thee did giue. 

That due ofmany,now’is thine alone. 

Their images I lou d, I view in thee. 

And thou(all they)haft all the all of me. 

3 ? 

I F thou furuiue my well contented daie. 

When that churie death my bones with, dull Hull couer 
And fhalt by fortune once more re-Furuay : 

Thefe poore rude lines of thy deccafed Louer: 

Compare them with the bett ring of the time. 

And though they be cut-ftript by euery pen, 

Referue them for my loue, not for their rime. 

Exceeded by the hight ofhappier men. 

Oh then voutfafemebut this louing thought. 

Had my friends Mule grow ne with this growing age, 

A dearer birth then this his loue had brought 
To march in ranches of better equipage: 

But fince he died and Poets better proue, 

Theirs for their ftile ile read, his for his loue. 

33 

F V11 many a glorious morning hauelfeene. 

Flatter the mountaine tops with foueraine cie. 

Killing with golden face the meddowes grccne; 

Guilding pale ftreames with heauenly alcumy : 

Anon permit thebafeft eloudes to ride. 

With ougly rack oo his celeftiall face. 

And from the for-lorne world his vifage hide 
Stealing vn r eene to weft with this dslgrace: 

Euen fo my Sunne one early morne did ftiine. 

With all triumphant fplendor on my brow. 

But out alark,he was but one houre mine. 

The region cloude hath mask’d him from me now. 

Yet him for th s,my loue no whit difdaincth. 

Suns of the world may ftainc,whe heauens fun ftainteh. 

34 
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7X 7Hy didft thou promifc fitch abeautious day, 

V V And make me trauaile forth without my doake. 
To let bace doudes ore-take me in my way. 

Hiding thy brau’ry in their rotten fmoke. 

Tis not enough that through the cloude thou breake. 

To dry the raine on my fforme-beateftfaee. 

For no man well of fiich a lalue can Ipeake, 

That heales the wound, and cures not the di/grace: 

Nor can thy lhame giue phificke to my griefe. 

Though thou repent , yet I haue ftill the Ioffe, 
Th’offenders forrow lends but weakereliefe 
To him that bearcs the ftrong offenfes loflc. 

Ah but thole teares are pearle which thy loue /heeds. 
And they are ritch,and ranfome all ill deeds. 
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N O more bee greeud at that which thou haft done. 
Roles haue tnornes,and filucr fountaines mud, 
Cloudcs and cclipfes flaine both Moone and Sunne, 

And loathfome canker Hues in fweeteft bud. 

All men make faults, and euenlin this. 

Authorizing thy trefpas with compare. 

My felfc corrupting faluing thy amifte, 

Excufing their fins more then their fins ares 
For to thy fenfuall fault 1 bring in fence. 

Thy aduerfe party is thy Aduocate, 

And gainft my felfe a lawfull plea commence. 

Such ciuill war is in my loue and hate. 

That I an acceflary needs muft be. 

To that fw cct thcefc which fourely robs from me, 

3 * 

L Et me confelfe that we two muft be twaine. 

Although our vndeuided loues are one: 

So fhall thole blots that do with me remaine, 

Without thy helpe , by me be borne alone. 

In out two loues then is but one rdped. 


Though 
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Though in our Hues a fcperable fpight. 

Which though it alter not loues foie efleft, 

Yet doth it fteale fweet houres From loues driigbf, 
I may not euer-morc acknowledge thee, 

Leaft my bewailed guilt fliould do thee Iham.e, 
Nor thou with publike kindnetfe honour me, 
Vnleflfe thou take that honourfrom thy name: 

But doe not fo,I loue thee in fuch fort. 

As thou being mine,mine is thy good report. 


0 / 

A S a decrepit father takes delight. 

To fee his aftiue childe do deeds of youth. 


Sol, made lame by Fortunes deareft fpight 
Take all my comfort of thy worth and truth. 

For whether beauty,birth,or wealth.or wit. 

Or any of thefe dl,or all,or more 
Intitled in theirparts,do crowned fit, 

I make my loue ingrafted to this ftore: 

So then I am not lame,pcore, nordilpifd, 

Whilft that this fhadow doth foch fubflance giue. 
That I in thy abundance &m fuffic d. 

And by apart of all thy glory Iiue: 

Lookc what is beft,that beft I with in thee. 


This wilhlhaue 3 then ten times happy me. 
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TJOw can my Mufo want fobieft to inuent 
* *WhiIe thou doft breath that poor’ft into my rerfo. 
Thine ownc fweet argument,to excellent. 


For eue'y vulgar paper to rchearfe: 

Oh giue thy lelfo the thankes if ought in me. 
Worthy peruial ftand againft thy fight, 

For who’s lb dumbe that cannot write to thee. 


When thou thy felfe doft giue inuention light? 
Be thou the tenth Mule,ten times more in worth 


Then thole old nine which rimers inuocate. 


And he that calls onthec,let him bring forth 

EternaJl 
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Eternal numbers to out-liue long date. 

If my flight Mufe doe pleafe thtl'e curious dales. 

The paine be minc,but thine fhal be the praife. 

O H how thy worth with manners may I finge, 
When thou art all the better part of me? 

What can mine owne praife to mine owne fclfe bring; 
And whatis’t but mine owne when I praife thee, 

Euen for this,let vs deuided liue. 

And our deare loue loofe name of Angle one. 

That by this {operation I may giue: 

That due to thee which thoii dcfcru’ft alone: 

Oh abfence what a torment wouldft thou proue. 

Were it not thy foure Iciiiire gaue fweet leaue. 

To entertaine the time with thoughts ofloue, 

Wiiich time and thoughts fo fweetly deft deceiue. 

And that thou teachefthow to make one cw aine. 

By praiiing him here who doth hence remaine. 

4 ° 

T Ake all my loues,my louc,yea take them all. 

What haft thou then more then thou hadft before? 
No loue, my loue, that thou maift true loue call, 

All mine was • hine,bcfore thou hadft this more: 

Then iffor my louc,thou my loue recciueft, 

I cannot blame thee/or my leue thou vfcft. 

But yet be blam’d,if thou this felfe dcccaueft 
B y wilfull tafte of what thy felfe refufett. 

I doe forgiue thy robb’rie gentle theefe 
Although thou fteale thee all my pouerry: 

And yet loue knowes it is a greater griefe 
Tobeare loues wrong,then hates knowne iniury. 
Lafciuious grace in whom all il wel fhow es. 

Kill me with Rights yet we muft not be foes. 

4 * 

TT Hole pretty wrongs that liberty commits, 

X When I am fomc- time abfent from thy heart, 

D Thy 
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Thy beautie,and thy yeares full well befits* 

For ftill temptation followes where thou art. 

Gentle thouart,and therefore to be wonne, 
Beautious thou art,therefore to be affailcd. 

And when a woman woes,what womans fonne. 

Will fourely leaue her till he haue preuailed. 

Aye me, but yet thou mighft my feate forbeare* 

And chide thy beauty, and thy ftraying youth. 

Who lead thee in their ryot euen there 
Where thou art forft to breake a two-fold truths 
Hers by thy beauty tempting her totbee. 

Thine by thy beautie beeing falfe to me. 

4 1 

T Hat thou haft her it is not all my griefe. 

And yet it may he laid I loud her deerely. 

That Ihc hath thee is of my wayling cheefe, 

A Ioffe in louc that touches me more ncerely* 
Louing offenders thus I will cxcufe yee, 

Thou doofi loue her,becaufcthou knowft I louc her*, 
And for my fake euen fo doth fhe abufe me. 

Sufficing my friend for my fake to approoue her. 

If I loofe thee, my Ioffe is my loues game. 

And loo ling her,my friend hath found that Ioffe, 
Bothfinde each other, and I loofe both twaine, 

And both for my fake lay on me this croffe. 

But here’ s the ioy,my friend and I are one, 

Swecte flattery ,then fhe lottes but me alone. 


4 ? 

\X / Hen moft I winke then doe mine eyes beft fee, 

V For all the day they view things vnrefpe&cd. 

But when Ifleepe,in dreames they lookc on thee. 

And darkely bri ght^are bright in darke directed. 

Then thou whole fbaddow fhaddowes doth make bright 
How would thy fliadowes forme,forme happy fhow. 

To the cleereday with thymuch deerer light. 

When to rs-fecing eyes thy fhade fbincs fo ? 

HoW 
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How would (Hay Jminc eyes be blefled made, 

By looking on thee in the liuing day? 

When in dead night their faire imperfe£Hhade, 

Through hcauy flecpc on fighdefic eyes doth ftay? 

All dayes arc nights so fee till I lee thee. 

And nights bright daics when dreams do fhcw thee me* 


I F the dull fubftance of my nelh were thought, 
Iniurious diftanee Ihould not flop my way. 

For then difpight of fpacel would be brought. 
From limits' farrc remote, where thou dooft flay. 

No matter then although my foote did Hand 
Vpon the farthefl eartn remoou’d from thee. 

For nimble thought can iumpe both lea and land. 

As foone as thmke the place where he would be. 
But ah,thought kills me that I am not thought 
To leape large lengths of miles when thou art gone, 
Buc that lo much of earth and water wrought, 

I mull attend,times lcafure with my monc. 
Receiuing naughts by elements lb floe. 

But heauie tearcs, badges ofeithers woe. 


T Hc other two, flight avre,and purging fire. 

Are both with thee,where euer I abide. 

The firft my thought,the other my defire, 

Thelc prefent ablcnt with fwift mt/tion Aide. 

For when tbefe quicker Elements are gone 
In tender Embaflie of loue to thee. 

My life being made of foure,with two alone, 

Sinkcs downc to death,oppreft with melancholic, 
Vntillliucs compofition be recured. 

By thole fwift melfengers return’d from thee, 

Who euen bu t now come back againe allured. 

Of their faire health, recounting it to me. 

This told,Iioy,but then no longer glad, 

1 fend them back againe and flraight grow fad, 

D a Mine 
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Tk yl Ine eye and heart are ata mortal! warre, 
iVI How to deuide the conqueft of thy fight, 
Mmeeye,tny heart their pi&urcs fight would barre. 
My hearc,mine eye the freeedome of that right. 

My heart doth plead that thou in him dooftTye, 

(A clofet newer pearft with chriftali eyes ) 

But the defendant doth that plea deny. 

And fayes in him their faire appearance lyes. 

To fide this title is impannellcd 
A queft of thoughts, all tennants to the heart. 

And by their verdift is determined 

The deere ey cs moyitie,and he dcare hearts part. 

A* thus, mine eyes due is their outward part, 

And my hearts right, their inward loue of heart. 
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TDEtwixt mine eye and hearc a league is tooke, 
J-*And each doth good rurnes now vnto the other. 
When that mine eye is famifht for a looke. 

Or heart in loue with fighes hitnfelfe doth (mother; 
With my loues pifture then my eye doth feaft. 

And to the painted banquet bids my heart: 

An other time mine eye is my hearts gueft. 

And in his thoughts ofloue doth (hare apart. 

So either by thy puShire or my loue, 

Thy fcife away,areprefent ftill with me. 

For thou nor farther then my thoughts canftmoue* 
And l am ftill with them,and they with thee. 

Or if they fleepe, thy pi&urc in my fight 
Awakes my heart, to hearts and eyes delight. 
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H Ow carefull was I when I tooke my way. 
Each trifle vnder trueft barres to thruft. 

That to my vie it might vn-vfed ftay 

Rom hands offalfehood,in fure wards oftruft ? 

But thou,to whom my iewels trifles are. 


Moft 
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Mofl worthy comfort,now my greateft gricfe. 

Thou bf ft of deercft,and mine onely care. 

Art left the prey of entry vulgar theefe, 

1 hte haue I not lockt vp in any cheft, 

Saue v here thou art not.though I feele thou art. 

Within the gentle clofir e of my brcft. 

From whence at plcafure thou maift come and part. 

And euen thence thou w ilt be ftolne I fearc. 

For truth prooues theeuifh for a prize io deare, 
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A Gainft that time ( if euer that time come ) 

When I (hall lee thee frowne on my defers. 

When as thy Ioue hath caft his vtmoft fumme, 

Cauld to that auditeby adutfd relpefls, 

Againft that time when thou (h; lt ftrangely paflc. 

And fcarcely greete me with that funne thine eye. 

When loue conuerted from the thing it was 
Shall realons finde of fetled grauitie. 

Againft that time do I infconce me here 
Within the knowledge of mine owne delart. 

And this my hand,againft my fe/fe vpreare. 

To guard the lawfull realbns on thy part. 

To leaue poorc me,thou haft the ftrength oflawes, 

Since why to louc,I can aUcdge no caufc. 

5 ° 

H Ow heauie doe I iourney on the way. 

When what I feeke (my wearic traucls cndj 
Doth teach that cafe and that repofe to fay 
Thus farre the miles are meafuide from thy iriend. 

The beaft that bearcs me,tired with my woe. 

Plods duly on,to beare that waight in me. 

As if by lome inftinft the wretch did know 
His rider lou d not fpeed being made from thee: 

The bloody fpurre cannot prouoke him on. 

That fomc-times anger tnrufts into his hide. 

Which hcauily he anfwers with a grone, 

D 3 More 
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More fliarpe to me then fpurring to his fide. 

For thac fame grone doth put this in my mind. 

My greefe lies onward and myioy behind. 

5 * 

T Hus can my loue excule the flow offence, 

Ofmy dull bearer, when from thee I fpecd. 

From where thou art,why fhoulld I haft me thence^ 

Till rreturne ofpofting is noeneed. 

O w'hat excule will my poore beaft then find. 

When fwift extremity can feetne but flow. 

Then fliould I lpurrc though mounted on the wind. 

In winged fpeedno motion fha’.l 1 know. 

Then can no horlc with my defire keepe pace. 

Therefore defiref of perfefts loue being made} 

Shall naigh noe dullflefli in his fiery race. 

But loue, for loue, thus fhall excufe my iade. 

Since from thee going he went wilfullflow. 

Towards thee ile run,and giue him leaue to goc. 

S O am I as the rich whole £lefled key. 

Can bring him to his fweet vp-locked ureafure. 

The which he will not eu’ry hower furuay. 

For blunting the fine point of feldomepleafiirc. 

Therefore are fcafts Jo follemne and lb rare, 

Since fildom comming in the long yeare let. 

Like ftoncs of worth they thinly placed are. 

Or captaine Iewells in the carconet. 

So is che time that keepes you as my cheft. 

Or as the ward-robe w hich the robe doth hide. 

To makefome fpeciall inftant lpeciall bleft. 

By new vnfoulding his imprifon’d pride. 

Blcfled are you whofc worthinefle giues.skope. 

Being had to tryumph, being lackt to hope, 

^ r \|THat is your fubflancc, whereof are you made, 

¥ T That millions of ftrange fliaddowes on you tend? 

Since 
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Since euery one, hath euery one, one {hade* 

And you but one, can euery fhaddow lend: 

Defcribe aAdonu and thecounterfec, 

Is poorely immitated after you, 

On Hellens cheeke all art ofbeautie ftt, 

And you in Grecian tires are painted nwr 
Speakc ofthefpring,and foyzon oftheyeare. 

The one doth fhaddow of your beautie fhow, 

The other as your bountie doth appeare, 

And you in euery blcfled fhape we know. 

In all extcrnall grace you haue fome part. 

But you like none, none you for conftant heart, 
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O H how much more doth beautie beantious fecme* 
By that fweet ornament which truth doth giuc. 
The Role lookes fairc, but fairer wc it deeme 
For that fweet odor, which doth in it liue: 

The Canker bloomcs haue full as deepc a die. 

As the perfumed tinfturc of the Rofes, 

Hang on fuch thornes,and play as wantonly, 

When fommers breath thek masked buds diictofcs: 

But for their virtue only is their fho w, 

They liue vnwoo’d, and vnrefpe&ed fade, 

Die to themfclues . Sweet Roles doe not fo > 

Of their fweet deathes, are fweetefl odors made: 

And lo of you,beautious and lonely -youth. 

When that fhall vade^by verfe diftils your truth. 

N Ot marble, nor.the guilded monument, 

OfPrinces fhall out-liue thispowrefull rime* 

But you fhall fhine more bright in thefe contents 
Then vnfweptftone, befmeer’d with fkttifh time,. 
When w aflefull warre fhall Statues ouer-t u rne 5 
Andbroiles roGte out the worke of mafonrv. 

Nor Mars his fw ord, nor warres quick fire maH burne % 
1 he lining record of your memory. 
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Gainft death,and all obliuious emnicy 

Shall you pace forth, your praile fliafl ftil finde roome, 

Euen in the eyes of all pofteri ty 

That weate this world out to the ending doome. 

So til the iudgement that your felfe arile, 

Youliuc in this, and dwell inlouers cies. 
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S weet Ioue renew thy force , be it not faid 
Thy edge fhculd blunter be then apetite. 

Which but too daie by feeding is alaied. 

To morrow fharpned in his former might. 

So loue be thou,although too daie thou fill 
Thy hungrie cies,etien till they winct with fulnefle. 

Too marrow lee againe,and doe not kill 
The Ipiric of Loue, with a perpetual dulnefie: 

Let this fad Intr 'm like the Ocean be 

Which parts the fliore, where two contracted new. 

Come daily to the banckes,that when they fee.* 

Rcturneof loue,morc blefi may be the view. 

As cal it Winter, which being ful of care, 

Makes Somers welcome, thrice more wifli’d,more tare 2 

B Eing your flaue what lhould I doe but tend, 

Vpou the houres,and times of your dcfire? 

I haue no precious time at al to fpend; 

Nor feruices to doe til you require. 

Nor dare I chide the world without end houre, 

Whilft I (my lbueraine)watch the clock for you. 

Nor tbinkethe bitterneffe of abfencefbwre. 

When you baue bid your feruant once adieue. 

Nor dare I qucftion with my iealious thought,' 

Where you may be,or your affaires fuppofe. 

But like a fad flaue flay and tbinke of nought 
Saue where you are , how happy you make thole. 

So true a foole is loue,thac in your Will, 

(Though you doe any thing)he thinkes no UL 
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T Hat God forbidjthat made me firft your flaue, 

I fhould in thought controule your times of plealure. 
Or at your hand th’ account ofhoures to craue. 

Being your valfail bound to ftaie yourleifiire. 

Oh let me luflferfbeing at your beck) 

Th’ imprifon’daofenceof your libertie. 

And patience tame, to fufferance bide each check) 
Without accuiing you of iniury. 

Be where you lift,your charter is fb ftrong. 

That you your lelfe may priuiledge your time 
To what you will,to you it doth belong. 

Your felfe to pardon of lelfe-doing crime, 

I am to waite,though waiting fo be hell. 

Not blame your plcafure be it ill or well, 

5 9 

I F their bee nothing new,but that which is, 

Hath beenc before , how are our braincs beguild > 
Which laboring for inuention bcare amifle 
The fecond burthen of a former child ? 

Oh that record could with a back-ward looke, 

Euen of flue hundreth courlcs of the Sunne, 

Show me your image in fome antique booke. 

Since minde at firft in carrefter was done. 

That I might lee what the old world could lay. 

To this compofed wonder of your frame. 

Whether we are mended, or where better they. 

Or whether reuolution be the lame. 

Oh fure I am the wits of former daies. 

To fubie&s worfe haue giuen admiring praile* 

< 5 ° 

L ike as the waues make towards the piblcd Ihore, 

So do ourminuites haften to their end. 

Each changing place with that which goes before. 

In fequenttoile all forwards do contend. 

Nariuity once in the mainc of light. 


Crawls 
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Crawles to maturity,wherewith being crown’d. 

Crooked eclipfes gainft Ids glory fight. 

And time that gaue,doth now his gift confound. 

Time doth tranffixethe florifh fet on youth. 

And dclues theparalels In beauties brow, 

Feedes on the rarities of natures truth. 

And nothing ftands but for his fieth to mow. 

And yet to times in hope,my verfe fhallftand 
Prailing thy worth,difpighe his orueil hand. 

6l 

I S it thy wiljthy Image fliould keepeopen 
My heauy eiclids to the weary night? 

Doft thou defire my {lumbers fhould be broken. 

While fhadowes liketo thee do mocke my fight? 

Is it thy fpirit that thou fend’ft from thee 
So farre from home into my deeds to prye. 

To find out fliames and idlehoures in me. 

The skope and tenure of thy Ieloufie. 

O no, thy louc though mucn,i$ not fo great. 

It is my loue that keepes mine eie awake. 

Mine owne true loue that doth my reft defeat, 

Toplaie the watch-man euer for thy fake. 

For thee watch r,wHilft thou doft wake elfewhcre. 
From me farre of, with others all to ncere, 

<?a 

S Inne offelfe-louc poffefleth al mine eie. 

And all my foule,and almy euety partj 
And for this unne there is no remedie. 

It Is fo grounded inward in my heart. 

Me thinkes no face lb gratious is as mine. 

No fihape fo true, no truth offuch account. 

And for my felfe mine owne worth do define. 

As 1 all other in-all worths furmount. 

But when my glafic ftiewes me my felfe indeed 
Beated and chopt with tand antiquicie, 

Mine owne felfe loue quite contrary I read 

Sdfe 
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Selfe/o felfc loulng were iniquity, 

T is thee(my fclfc)thatfor my iclfe Ipratfe, 

Painting my age with beauty of thy daies* 
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A Cainft my loue fhall be as I am now 

With times injurious hand chrufht and ore-worn^ 
When houreshaue dreind his blood and fild his brow 
With lines and wrincles,when his youthfull morne 
Hath trauaild on to Ages ftcepie night. 

And all thole beauties whereof now he’s King 
Are vanifliing,or vanifht out of fight. 

Stealing away the treafure of his Spring, 

For filch a time do lnowfortifie 
Againft confounding Ages crucll knife. 

That he fhall neuer cut from memory 
My Iwcct loues beauty,though my louers life* 

His bcautie fhall in thefe blatkc lines be feene. 

And they fhall liue , and he in them Hill greenc. 

6 4 

W Hcnl haue feene by times fell hand defaced 
The rich proud coft of outworne buried age 
When fometime Ioftie towers I fee downe rafed. 

And brafle ctcrnall flauc to mortall rage. 

When I haue feene the hungry Ocean gaine 
Aduantage on the Kingdome of the fhoare. 

And the firme foile win of the watry maine, 

Increafing ftore with Ioffe, and Ioffe with ftore. 

When 1 haue feene fuch interchange offtatc, 

Orftateit felfe confounded, to decay, 

Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time will come and take my loue away. 

This thought is as a death which cannot choofe 
But weepe to haue, that which it fcarcs to loofc, 

S Incehrafle,nor ftone,nor earth,nor boundleffe fea 3 
But fad mortallity orc-fwaies their poyv«r s 

E % Hotf 
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How with this rsge (hail bcautic hold a plea, 

Whofc aCtion is no ftrongerthen a flower? 

O how {hall fummers hunny breath hold out, 

Againft the wrackfull fledge of battring dayes, 

When rocks impregnable are not lb Aoute , 

Nor gates of fteele fo flrong but time decayes? 

O fearefull meditation, where alack. 

Shall rimes beft Iewell from times cheft lie hid ? 

Or v/hat flrong hand can hold his fwift footeback. 

Or who his ipoile or beauriecan forbid ? 

O none,vnlefle this miracle haue might. 

That in black inck my loiie may ftill (bine bright. 
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'T'Yr’d with all thefe for reftfull death I ay, 
il As to behold dcfert a begger borne, 

And needie Nothing trimd in iollitie. 

And pureft faith vnhappily forfwome. 

And gilded honor Ihamefully miiplaft. 

And maiden vertue rudely (trumpeted. 

And right perfection wrongfully dilgrac’d. 

And ftrength by limping (way difabled , 

And arte made tung-tide by authoririe. 

And Folly (DoCtor-like ) con trouling skill* 

And flmple-Truth mifcalde Simplicitie, 

And captiue-good attending Captaine ill. 

Tyr’d with all thefe, from thefe would I be gone. 

Sane that to dye, I leaue my loue alone. 
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A H wherefore with infection fliould he liue. 

And with his prefence grace impierie. 

That finne by him aduantage fliould atchiue. 

And lacc it felfe with his lbcietie ? 

Why fliould falfe painting immitate his cheeke, 

Andfteale dead feeing of his liuing hew? 

Why fliould poore beautic indirt Ctly feeke, 

Rofes of fluddow,flnce his Rofc is true 

Why 
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Whyfhould hcIiue,now nature banckrout is, 

Beggerd ofblood to blufh through liucly vaines. 

For me hath no exchecker now but his. 

And proud of many, lines vpon his gaines? 

O him fhe ftores,to fiiow what welth flic had. 

In daies long fince,before thefo laft fo bad. 
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T Hus is his cheeke the map of daies out-worne. 

When beauty liud and dy’cd as flowers do now* 
Before thefe baftard fignes of faire were borne. 

Or durft inhabit on a liuing brow: 

Before the goulden trefles of the dead. 

The right of fopulchcrs,were fliorne away. 

To liue a fcond life on fecond head. 

Ere beauties dead fleece made another gay: 

In him thole holy antique howers are feene. 

Without all ornament, it lelfe and true. 

Making no fummer of an others greene, 

Robbing no ould to drefle his beauty new. 

And him as for a map doth Nature ftore, 

Tofliewfaulfe Art what beauty was of yore. 

*9 

HPHofe parts of thee that the worlds eye doth view, 

* Want nothing that the thought of hearts can mend: 
All toungs(the voice of foules)giue thee that end, 

Vctring bare truth,euen fo as foes Commend. 

Their outward thus with outward praife is crownd. 

But thofe fame toungs that giue thee fo thine owne. 

In other accents doe this prailc confound 
By feeing farther then the eye hath fhowne. 

They looke into the beauty of thy mind. 

And that in guefie ’•hey meafure by thy deeds. 

Then churls their thoughts(although their cies were kind) 
To thy faire flower ad the rancke ftnell of weeds. 

But why thy odor matcheth not thy fiiow. 

The folye is this, that thou doeft common grow> 

E 3 
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T Hat thou arc blam’d {hall not be thy defeat, 

For flanders markc was euer yet the faire. 

The ornament of beauty is fufpe&, 

A Crow that flics inheauens fweeteft ayre. 

So thou be good^flander doth but approue. 

Their worth the greater bceiug w r oo d of time. 

For Canker rice the fweeteft b ud$ doth loue. 

And thou prefent ft a pure vnftayined prime. 

Thott haft paft by the ambufh of young daiesr, 

Either not aflayld } or victor beeing charg’d, 

Y et this thy praife cannot be ioe thy praife. 

To tyc vp enuy,eucrmore inlarged. 

If Tome fiiipedf of ill mask t not thy (how. 

Then thou alone kingdomes of hearts fhouldft owe.’ 

7 * 

N Oe Longer mourne tor me when I am dead. 

Then you ftiall heare the liirly fullen bell 
Giue warning to the world that I am fled 
From this vile world with vildeft wormes to dwell: 

Nay if you read this line, remember not. 

The hand that writ it,for I loue you fo. 

That I in your fwcct thoughts would be forgot. 

If thinking on me then fhould make you woe. 

OiffI fayjyou looke vpon this verfe, 

When I (perhaps) compounded am with clay, 

Do not fo much as my poore name reherfe; 

But let your loue euen with my life decay. 

Leaft the wife world fhould looke into your mone t 
And mocke you with me after I am gon. 

7 * 

O Leaft the world fhould taske you to recite. 

What merit liu’d in me that you fhould loue 
After mydeachf deareloue)forget me quite. 

For you in me can nothing worthy proue. 

Vnlefle you would deuife fomc yertuous lye, 

To 
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To doe more for me then mine owne defcrt, 

And hang more praife vpon deceafed I, 

Then nigard truth would willingly impart.* 

O leaf): your true loue may feeme falce in this. 

That you for loue fpeake well of me vntrue. 

My name be buried where my body is. 

And liue no more to fhame nor me,nor you. 

For I am fliamd by that which I bring forth. 

And fo Should you,to loue things nothing worth, 

73 . 

T Hat time ofyeeare thou maid in me behold. 

When yellow leaues,or none, or few doe hange 
Vpon thofo boughes which fhake againft the could. 

Bare rnVd quiers, where late the fweet birds fang. 

In me thou feed: the twi-light of fuch day. 

As after Sunset fadethin the Weft, 

Which by and by blacke night doth take away. 

Deaths fecond fdfe that leals vp all in reft. 

In me thou fceft the glowing of fuch fire. 

That on the afties of his youth doth lye. 

As the death bedywhereon it muft expire, 

Confum’d with that which it was nurrifhtby- 
This'thou perceu ft, which makes thy loue more ftrong, 
1 o loue that well,which thou muft lcaue cre long. 
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B Vcbe contented when that fell areft. 

With out all bayleftiall carry me away. 

My life hath in this line fome intereft. 

Which for memorial! ftill with thee Ihali ftay. 

When thou reueweftdiis,thou doeft reuew. 

The very part w'as confecrate to thee. 

The earth can haue but earth,which is his duff, 

My fpirit is thine the better part of me. 

So then thou haft but loft the dregs of life. 

The pray of wormes,my body being dead. 

The coward conqueft of a. wretches knife, 

To 
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To bafe of thee to be remembred. 

The worth of that,is that which it containes. 
And that is this, and this with thee remaines. 


CO are you to my thoughts as food to life, 

^Or as fweet feafontUrowers are to the ground; 
And for the peace of you 1 hold fuch ftrife. 

As twixea naifer and his wealth is found. 

Now proud as an inioyer,and anon 
Doubting the filching age will fteale his treafure. 
Now counting beft to be with you alone. 

Then betterd that the world may fee my pleasure. 
Some-time all ful with feafting on your fight. 

And by and by deanc ftarued foralooke, 

Poflcmng or purfuing no delight 

Saue what is had,or muft from you be tooke. 

Thus do Ipinc and furfet day by day. 

Or gluttoning on all, or all away, 

76 

\T\7 Hy is my verfe fo barren of new pride? 

¥ So far from variation or quickc change? 
Why with the time do I not glance afide 
To new found methods,and to compounds ftrangel 
Why write I ftill all one,euer the fame. 

And keepe inuentionin a noted weed. 

That euery word doth almoft fcl my name. 
Shewing their birth, and where they did proceed/ 
O know fweet Ioue I alwaics write of you. 

And you and loue are ftill my argument: 

So all my beft Isdrefling old words new. 
Spending againe what is already fpent: 

For as the Sun is daily new ana old. 

So is my loue ftill telling what is told. 


T . 77 

Hy glafle will fhew thee how thy beauties were^ 

Thy dyall how thy pretious mynuits waftc^ 


The 
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The vacant leaues thy mindes imprint willfeeare* 
And of this booke 5 this learning maift thou tafte® 
The wrinckles w hich thy glaffe will truly fhow. 
Of mouthed graues will giue thee mem one. 

Thou by thy dyals fliady ftealth maift know. 
Times theeuifli progrefTe to eternltie. 

Looke what thy memorie cannot container 
Commit to thelc watte blacks, and thou (halt finds 
Thole children nurft,deliuerd from thy braine. 

To take a new acquaintance of thy minde. 

Thcfe offices, fo oft as thou wilt looke. 

Shall profit thee and much inrich thy booke. 

78 

S O ofc haue Tjnuok’d thee for my Mufe* 

And found fuch faire affiftance in my verft. 

As euery Alien pen hath got my vfe, 

And vnder thee their poefie dilpe^ie. 

Thine eyes, that taught the dumbeonhighto fing* 
Aid beanie ignorance aloft to fl;e„ 

Haue added tethers to the learneds wing, 

Aid giuen grace a double Maiettie. 

Yet be moft proud of that which I compile, 

Whofe influence is thine, and borne of thee, 

In others workes thou dcoft but mend the ftile s 
And Arts with thy fwccte grac es graced be* 

But thou art al. myart,and dooft aduancc 
As high as lcarning 3 my rude ignorance* 

19 


And my fick Mufe doth giue an other place. 

I grant ( fwcct loue )thy louely argument 
Defcrucs the trauaile of a worthier pen. 

Yet what o\ thee thy Poet doth inuent. 

He robs thcc of, and payes it thee againe s 

F He 


71 / Hilft I alone did call vpon thy ayde. 

My verle alone had all thy gentle grace. 
But now my gracious numbers are dccayde 
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He lends thee Vertue,and he Hole that word, 

From thy behauiourjbeautie doth he giue 
And found it in thy chcekc: he can afltoord 
No praife to thee, but what in thee doth Iiue. 

Then thankehim not for that which he doth lay. 

Since what he owes thee, thou thy felfe dooft pay, 

80 

O How I faint when I of you do write, 

Knowing a better ipirit doth vie your name. 

And in the praife thereof fpends all his might. 

To make me toung-tide Ipeaking of your fame. 

But lince your worthy wide as the Ocean is ) 

The humble as the ptoudeft faile doth be are. 

My lawlic barke ('inferior farre to his ) 

On your broad maine doth wilfully appeare. 

Your flialloweft helpe will hold me vp a floate, 

Whilfthe vpon yourlbundlefle deepe doth ride. 

Or ( being wrackt ) I am a worthlelTe bote. 

He of tall building, and of goodly pride. 

Then If he thriue and I be cm away. 

The worft was this,my louewas my decay. 

81 

O R I lhall liueyour Epitaph to make. 

Or you furuiue when I in earth am rotten. 

From hence your memory death cannottakc. 

Although in me each part will be forgotten. 

Your name from hence immortal! life /hall haue. 

Though I ( once gone) to all the world muft dye, 

The earth can yeeld me but a common graue. 

When you intombed in mens eyes lhalliyc. 

Your monument lhall be my gentle verie. 

Which eyes not yet created lhall ore-read. 

And toungs to be, your beeing lhall rehcarle. 

When all the breathers of this world are dead. 

You ftill fhall liuc (luch vertue hath my Pen) 

Where breath moft breaths, euen in the mouths ofroca, 

I grant 
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8a 

I Grant thou wert not married to my Mufe, 

And therefore maieft without attaint orc-looke 
The dedicated words which writers vfe 
Of their faire fubic<ft,bleffing euerybooke. 

Thou art as faire in knowledge as in hew. 

Finding thy worth a limmit paft my praije. 

And therefore art inforc’d to leeke anew. 

Some frefher ftampe of the time "bettering dayes. 

And do fo Ioue,yet when they haue dcuifde, 

What ftrained touches Rhethorick can lend. 

Thou truly faire, wert truly fimpathizdc. 

In true plaine words ,by thy true telling friend. 

And their groffe painting might be better vfd. 

Where cheekes need blood,in thee it is abufd. 

8? 

I Neuer faw that you did painting need. 

And therefore to your faire no painting fet, 

I found ( orthought I found) you did exceed. 

The barren tender of a P<5ets debt : 

And therefore haue I flept in your report. 

That you your felfe being extant well might fliow, 

How farre a moderoe quill doth come to Abort, 

Speaking of worth,what worth in you doth grow. 

This filence for my finne you did impute. 

Which (hall bemoft my glory being dombe. 

For I impaire not beautie being mute, 

When others would giue Iife,and bring a tombe. 

There liues more life in one of your faire eyes. 

Then both your Poets can in praife deuife. 

84 

\X7Ho is it that fayes moft.which can fay more, 

' Then this rich praifc,that you alone,are you. 

In whole confine immured is the ftore. 

Which fhould example where your cquall grew, 

Lcanc penurie within that Pen doth dwell, 

F a Tlrac 
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That to his fubicft lends not fome fmall glory. 

But he that writes of you ,if he can tell* 

That you are you/o dignifies his ftory. 

Let him but coppy what in you is writ. 

Not making worfe what nature made fo cleere. 

And fuch a counter-part (hail fame his wit. 

Making his ttHe admired euery where. 

You to your beautious bleffings adde a cutfe. 

Being fond on praife,which makes yourpraifes worfe, 

% 

M Y toung-tidc Mufe in manners holds her ftill. 
While comments of your prai (e richly compil’d, 
Refcrue their Chara&er with goulden quill. 

And precious phrafe by all the Mules fil’d. 

I thinke good thoughts, whilft other write good wordes. 
And like vnlettered clarke (fill crie Amen, 

To euery Himne that able fpint affords* 

In polilhtfor tie of well refined-pen. . 

Hearing you praifd,Ifay ’us fo, ’tistrue. 

And to the moll of praife adde fome-thing more. 

But that is in my thought,whofe loue to you 
(Though words come hind-moft )holds bis ranke before, . 
Then others, for the breath of words refpeft. 

Me for my dombe thoughts, ipeaking in effedt. 

8 6 

T7 W 1 As it the proud full faile of his great verle. 

Bound for the prize of (all to precious) you. 

That did my ripe thoughts in my braine inhearce. 

Making their tombe the wombe wherein they grew? 
Was it his fpirit,by fpirits taught to write, 

Abouc a mortal! pitch,that ftruck me dead ? 

No,neither he,nor his compiers by night 
Giuing him ayde,my verfe aftonifhed. 

He nor that affable familiar ghoft 
Which nightly gu'ls him with intelligence. 

As vigors of my filence cannot boafi. 


Iwas 
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I was not fickofany fearc from thence. 

But when your countinancefild vphis line, 

Thcnlackt I matter, that infeebled mine. 

8 7 

F Are well thou art too deare for my pofleffing, 

Ard like enough thou knowft thy eftimate, 

1 he Cha.ter of thy worth giucs thee releafing: 

My bonds m thee are all determinate. 

For how do T hold thee but by thy granting, 

And for that ritches where is my deferuing? 

Thecaufeof this faire guift in me is wanting. 

And fo my pattent back againeis fweruing. 

Thy felfc thou gau’ft,thy owne worth then not knowing* 
Oi mce to w horn thou gau’ft it,elfe miftaking. 

So thy great guift vpon mifprifion growing, 

Comes home againe.on better judgement making. 

Thus haue 1 nad thee as a dreame doth flatter. 

In fleepe a King,but waking no fuch matter. 

88 


X7 Y/'Hcn thou fhalt be dilpode to fet me light. 
And place my merrit in the eie of skotne, 
Vpon thy fide,againif my fclfe ile fight. 

And proue thee virtuous, though thou art forlworne: 
With mine owne weakenelfe being beft acquainted, 
Vpon thy part I can fet downe a ftory 
Offauhs conce ald,\vherein I am attainted : 

That thou in loofing mc.fliali win much glory- 
And 1 by this wii be a gainer too, 

Foi bending all my louing thoughts on thee. 

The iniunes thar to my fclfe I doe. 

Doing thee vantage,duble vantage me. 

Such is my loue,to thee Ifo belong, 

Thatfbr thy right,my fclfe will beare all wrong, 
8 P 


S Ay that thou didft forfake mee for Ibmc fait. 
And 1 will comment vpon that offence^ 


The 
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opeake of my iameneffe, and I ftraight will halt: 

Againft thy ieaibns making no defence. 

Thou canft not(loue)difgracc me halfe fo ill. 

To let a forme vpon delired change. 

As ile my fclfe difgrace,knowing thy wil, 

1 will acquaintance ftrangle and looke ftrange: 

Be abfent from thy walkes and in my tongue. 

Thy fweet beloued name no more {hall dwell, 
LeaftI(too much prophane)fhould do it wronger 
And haplieofourold acquaintance tell 
For thee, againft my felfe ile vow debate, 

For I muft nere loue him whom thou doft hate. 

T Hen hate me when thou wilt, if euer.now. 

Now while the world is bent my deeds to croftc, 
Joyne with the Ipight offortune,make me bow. 

And doe not drop in for an after lofte.- 

Ah doe not,whcn my heart hath ftapte this forrow. 

Come in thcrereward of a conqucrd woe, 

Giue not a windy night a rainie morrow. 

To linger out a purpofd ouer-throw. 

If thou wiltleaue me, do notleaue melaft. 

When other pettie griefes hauc done their Ipight, 

But ia the onlet come,fo flail I taftc 
At firft the very worft of fortunes might. 

And other ftraines of woe, which now leeme woe, 
Compar’ d with lolfe of thee,will not leeme fa, 

n 

QOmc glory in their birth, fome in their skill, 
OSonoe in their wealth, fome in their bodies force. 
Some in their garments though new-fangled ill: 

Some in their Hawkes and Hounds,lbme in their Horfo* 
And euery humor hath his adiun& pleafure. 

Wherein it findes a ioy aboue the reft. 

But thele perticulers are not my meaiure. 

All thdfc I better in one gcncrsulbeft. 
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Thy loue is bitter then high birth to me. 

Richer then wealth, prouder then garments cod. 

Of more delight then Hawkes or Horfes bee: 

And hauing chee,of all mens pride I boaft. 

Wretched in this alone, that thou maid take, 

All this away,and me mod wretched make, 

£2 

"DVt doe thy worft to deale thy felfs away, 

^Eor tearme of life thou art allured mine. 

And life no longer then thy loue will day. 

For it depends vpon that loue of thine. 

Then need I not to fcare the word of wrongs, 

When in the lead of them my life hath end, 

I fce,a better date to me belongs 

Then that, which on thy humor doth depend. 

Thou cand not vex me with inconftant minde. 

Since that my life on thy reuolt doth lie, 

Oh what a happy title do I finde , 

Happy to hatie thy loue, happy to die! 

But whats lo bleflcd faire that feares no blot, 

Thou maid be falcc, and yet I know it not, 

93 

S O lhall I liue,fuppofing thou art true, 

Likeadeceiued husband/o loues face. 

May dill feemc loue to me, though alter’d new: 

Thy lookes with me,thy heart in other place. 

For their can Hue no hatred in thine eye. 

Therefore in that 1 cannot know thy change, 

In manies lookes,the falce hearts hidory 

Is writ in moods andfrounes and wrinckles drange, 

Butheaueninthy creation did decree. 

That in thy face fweet loue Ihoald cuer dwell. 

What ere thy thoughts, or thy hearts workings be. 

Thy lookes Ihould nothing thence, but fweetnefle tell. 
How like Eauef apple doth thy beauty grow, 

If thy fweet Ycrtuc anfwerc not thy fiiow. 

n 
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T Hey that haue powre to hutt,and will doe none. 
That doc not do the thing, they moftdo fhowe. 
Who motiing others, are themklues as ftone, 
Vnmooued,could,and to temptation flows 
They rightly do inherrie heauens graces. 

And husband natures ritchcs from expence. 

They are the Lords and owners of their faces. 
Others, but ftewards of their excellence; 

The lommers flowre is to the fommer fweet. 

Though to it felft,it onely liue and die. 

But if that flowre with bale infection meete. 

The bafeft weed out-braues his dignity; 

For fweeteft c'nings turue fowreft by their deedes, 
Lillies thatfefter, fmellfar worle then weeds. 


95 

H Ow fweet and louely doft thou make the shame. 
Which like a canker in the fragrant Role, 

Doth Ipot the beautieof thy budding name? 

Oh in what fweets doeft thou thy finnes inclole! 

That tongue that tells the ftory of thy daies, 

(Making lafe iuious comments on thy Iport) 

Cannot dilprailc,but in akinde of praife. 

Naming thy name, bleflesan ill report. 

Oh what a man lion haue thofe vices got. 

Which for their habitation chofe out thee, 

Where beauties vaile doth coucr euery blot. 

And all things tumes to faire.that eies can lee! 
Takehecdf dcarc heart)of this large priuiledge, 
Thehardeft knife ill vfd doth look his edge. 

96 

COme la/thy fault is youth, fome wantonefle. 

Some fay thy grace is youth and gentle Iport, 

Both ^rflcc and faults arc loti d o^* more and Idles 
Thou makflfaults graces, that to theerelbm 
As on the finger of x throned Qjcene, 


The 
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The baled Jewell wil be well efteem’d: 

So are thole errors that in thee are feene. 

To truths tranflated,and for true things deem d. 

How many Lambs might the fterne Wolfe betray. 

If like a Lamb e he could his lookes tranflate. 

How many gazers mighft thou lead away. 

If thou would!! vfe the ftrength of all thy date? 

But doe not fo,I loue thee in fuch lore. 

As thou being mine,mine is'thy good report, 

97 

H Ow like a Winter hath myabfence becne 
From thee,theplealure of the fleeting yeare? 

What freezings haue I felr,what darke daies feene? 
What old Decembers barenefle euery where? 

And yet this time remou’d was fbmmers time. 

The teeming Autumne big with ritch increafe. 

Bearing the wanton burthen of the prime. 

Like widdowed wombes after their Lords deceafe: 

Yet this aboundantiflue feem’d tome. 

But hope of Orphans, and vn-fathered fruite. 

For Sommer and his pleafures waite on thee. 

And thou away,the very birds are mute. 

Or if they fing,tis with lo dull a cheere. 

That leaucs looke pale,dreading the Winters neere. 

j>8 

TJRom you haue I beene abfent in the Ipring, 

JT When proud pide Aprill (dred in all his trim) 

Hath put a Ipirit of youth in euery thing! 

That heauie Sattnme Iaught and leapt with him. 

Yet nor thelaies ofbirds,nor the Iweet lmell 
Of different flowers in odor and in hew. 

Could make me any fummers dory tell: 

Or from their proud lap pluck them where they grew: 
Nor did I wonder at the Lillies whiter 
Nor praife the deepe vermillion in the Role, 

They wearc but fwect,but figures of delight: 


Drawne 
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Drawnc after you, you patterns of all thofe. 

Yetfeem’d it Winter ftfll,and youaway. 

As with your fhaddow 1 with thefe did play, 

99 

T He forward violet thus did T chide, 

S w eet theefe whence didfit thou fteale thy fweet that 
If not from toy loucs breath,rhe purple pride, (finds 
Which on thy foft cheeke for complexion dwells/ 

In my loucs veines then haft too grofely died. 

The Lillie I condemned for thy hand. 

And buds of marierom had ftolne thy hate, 

TheRofes fearefully on thornes did ftand. 

Our blulhiDg fhame ,an other white dilpaitc: 

A third nor red ,nor whke,had ftolncof both. 

And to his robbry had annext thy breath. 

But for his theft in pride of all his growth 
A Tengfull canker cate him vp to death. 

More flowers I noted,yet I none could fee. 

But fweec,or culler it had ftolnc from thee. 


"\7 X7 Here art thou Mufe that thou fbrgttft lo long, 

’ ’ To fpcake of that which giues thee all thy might? 

Spendft thou thy furie on fome wortblcfle fonge, 
Darkning thy powre to lendbafe fiibiedb light. 

Returne forgetfull Mufe,and flraight redeeme. 

In gentle numbers rime fo ideiy fpent. 

Sing to the care that doth thy laies eftceme. 

And giues thy penboth skill and argument. 

Rift refty Muft,my loues fweet face furuay. 

If time haue any wrinde graoen there. 

If any, be a Satire to decay. 

And make times fpoiles difpiftd eaery where. 

Giue ray loue fame fafter then time wafts lift. 

So thou preuenft his fieth^nd crooked knife, 

IOI 

O H truant Mufc what fhalbe thy amends, 

Foi 
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For thy neglcA of truth in beauty di’d? 

Both truth and beauty on my loue depends; 

So dofl thou too,and therein dignifi a: 

Make anfwere Mufe,wilt thou not haply laic. 

Truth needs no collour with his collourfixt, 

Beautie no pcniell,beauties truth to lay: 

But beft is belief neuer intermixt. 

Becaufe he needs no praiie.wilt thou be dumb? 

Excule not filence fo/or’t lies in thee, 

To make him much out-liue a gilded tombe: 

And to be praifd of ages yet to be. 

Then do thy officeMufe,! teach thee how. 

To make him feeme long hence,as he fhowes now. 

102 

M Y loue is ftrengthned though more weakeinfee- 
I loue not lefle,thogh lefle the fhow appearc, (ming 
That loue is marchandiz’d,whofe ritch efteeming. 

The owners tongue doth publilh euery where. 

Our loue was new,and then but in the ipring, 

When I was wont to greet it with my laics. 

As PbiUmf/Zitifammcis front doth finge. 

And flops his pipe in growth of riper daies: 

Not that the iummer is lefle pleafant now 

Then when her mournefull himns did hufli the night. 

But that wild mufick burthens euery bow. 

And fweers growne common loofe their deare delight. 
Therefore like her, I fome-time hold my tongue: 
Becaufe I would not dull you with my fonge. 

10? 

A Lack what pouerty my Mule brings forth. 

That hauing liich a skope to Ihow her pride. 

The argument all bare is of more worth 
Then when it hath my added praife belidc. 

Oh blame me not if 1 no more can write! 

Looke in your glaffe and there appeares aface, 

That ouer-goes my blunt inuention quite. 

Dulling my lines, and doing me dilgrace. 


Were 
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Were it not finfbll then firming to mend. 

To marre the fubieffc that before was well. 

For to no other paffe my verfes tend, 

Then of your graces ana your gifts to tell. 

And more, much more then in my verfe can fit. 

Your owne glaffe fhowes you, when you looke in it. 
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TO me faire friend you neuer can be old, 

For as you were when firfl your eye I eyde, 
Suchfcemes your beautieflilhThree Winters colde, 
Haue from the forrefts fhooke three fummers pride. 
Three beautious fprings to yellow Autumtte turn'd. 

In procelfe of the feafons haue I feene. 

Three Aprill perfumes in three hot Iuncs burn’d. 

Since firfl I law you frcfh which yet are greene. 

Ah yet doth beauty like a Dy all hand, 

Stcale from his figure,and no pace perceiu’d. 

So your fweete hew, which me thinkes ftilldoth ftanv 
Hath motion,and mine eye may be deceaued. 

Forfeare of which.heare this thou age vnbred. 

Ere you wereborne was beauties fummer dead, 
ioy 

L Et not my loue be cal’dldolatrie. 

Nor my beloued as an Idoll fhow, 

Since all alike my longs and praifesbe 
To one,of one^hll fuch,and cuer fo. 

Kinde is my louc to day,to morrow kinde. 

Still conftant in a wondrous excellence. 

Therefore my verfe to conftancie confin’de. 

One thing expreffing,Ieaues out difference. 
Faire,kinae,and true,is all my argument, 

Faire,kinde and true,varrying to other words. 

And in this change is myinuendon fpent. 

Three theams in one,which wondrous fcope affords, 
Faire, kinde.and true, haue often liu’d alone. 

Which three till now,neucrkept feate in one. 


When 
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ft? Hen in the Chronicle of wafted time, 
v I lee dilcriptions of the faireft wights, 
nd beautie making beautifull old rime, 

1 praife of ladies dead,and lonely Knights, 
aen in the blazon of fwcet beauties beft, 
f hand, of foote,of lip, of eye,of brow, 

*ee their antique Pen would haue expreft, 
uen fitch a beauty as you maifter now', 
j all their praifes at e but prophefies 
f this our time, all you prefiguring, 
nd for they look’d but with dcuining eyes, 
hey had not ftill enough your worth to ling : 

For we which now behold thefe prefent dayes, 
Haue eyes to wonder.but lack toungs to praife. 
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k | Ot mine ownefeares.nor the prophetick foule, 

\l Of the wide world, dreaming on things to come, 
lan yet the lcafe of my true loue controule, 
uppofde as forfeit to a confin’d doome. 
hemortallMoone hath her eclipfeindur’de, 
ind the fad Augurs mock their owne prefage, 
icertenties now crowne them-fclues aflur dc, 
tnd peace prodaimes Oliues of endlelfe age, 
low with the drops of this mod balmie time, 
ly loue lookes frefh,and death to mclubfcribcs, 
incelpightof him lie liucin this poore rime, 

While he inlults ore dull and fpeachleffe tribes. 

And thou in this lhalt finde thy monument. 

When tyrants crefts and tombs of brafle are ipent. 
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C7\7Hat’s in the braine that Inck may character, 
V ▼ which hath not figur’d to theemy true spirit- 
iVhat’s new to fpeake,what now to regiftcr. 

That may exprefle my loue, or thy dcare merit ? 
Codling fwcet boyjbut yet like prayers diuine, 

G 3 
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I muft each day fay ore the very fame. 

Counting no old thing old,thou mine,I thine, 

Eucn as when firft 1 hallowed thy faire name. 

So that etcrnall loue in loues frem cafe, 

Waighcsnot the dud andiniuryof age, 

Norgiues toneceffary wrinckles place 
But makes antiquitie for aye his page. 

Finding the firft conceit of loue there bred. 

Where time and outward forme would fliew it dead, 
iop 

O Neuer lay that I was falie of heart. 

Though abfence feem’d my flame to quallifle. 

As eafit might I from my felfe depart. 

As from my foule which in thy breft doth lye : 

That is my home of loue, if I haue rang'd. 

Like him that trauels I returne againe. 

Juft to the time,not with the time exchang’d. 

So that my lelfe bring water for my flaine, 

Neuer beleeue though in my nature raign d. 

All frailties that befiege all kinder of blood. 

That it could lb prepofterouflte be ftain’d. 

To leaue for nothing all thy fumme of good : 

For nothing this wide Vniuerle I call, 

Saue thou my Role,in it thou art my all. 

no 

A Las *tis true,I haue gone here and there. 

And made my felfe a motley to the view. 

Gor'd mine own thoughts, fold cheap what is moft deare, 
Made old offences of affe&ions new. 

Moft true it is,that I haue lookt on truth 
Afconce and ftrangcly: But by all aboue, 

Thefebknchcs gaue toy heart an other youth. 

And worfeeffaies prou’d tbee my beft of loue. 

Now all is donc,haue what fliall haue no end. 

Mine appetite I neuei more will grin’dc 
On newer proofe,to trie an older friend, 

A God in loue,to whom I am confin'd. 


Then 
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Then giue me welcomejnext my heauen the beft, 

Euen to thy pure and moft moft loutngbreft. 
m 

O For my fake doe you wifh fortune chide. 

The guiltie goddefle of my harmfull deeds, 

That did not better for my life prouidc. 

Then publick meanes which publick manners breeds. 
Thence comes it that my name receiues a brand. 

And almoft thence my nature is fubduM 
To what it workes in,hkethe Dyers hand, 

Pitty me then,and wifh I were renu’de, 

Whiift like a willing pacient I will drinke. 

Potions of Eyfellgainftmy flrong infection. 

No bitterneffe that I will bitter thinke. 

Nor double pennance to corre<ft correftion. 

Pittie me then deare friend,and I affureyce, 

Euen that your pittie is enough to cure mee. 
ria 

Y Our louc and pittie doth th'impreffion fill. 

Which vulgar fcandall ftampt vpon my brow. 

For what care I who callcs me w r ell or ill. 

So you ore-greene my bad,my good alow? 

You arc my Ail the world,and Imuft ftriue, 

T o know my fhames and praifes from your tounge, 

None elfc tome,norI to none aliue. 

That my fteel’d fence or changes right or wrong. 

In fb profound Abifme I throw all care 
Of others voyces,that my Adders fence. 

To cry trick and to flatterer flopped are: 

Markc how with my negkft 1 doe diipence. 

You are fo ftrongly in my purpofe bred. 

That all the world befidcs me thinkes y are dead* 
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C Ince I left you,mine eye is in my miirde, 

°And that which gouernes me to gee about. 

Doth part his fuaoioo,aad is partly blind, 

Secmes 
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Sectnes feeing,buteffe&uallyisouc: 

For it no forme deliuers to the heart 
Ofbird,offlowre,or fhape which it doth lack. 

Of his quick obie&shath the miade no part. 

Nor his owne vifion houlds what it doth catch; 

For if it fee the rud’ft or gcntleft fight. 

The mod fvveet-fauor or deformedft creature, _ 

The mounta'tncjor the fea,thc day,or night: 

The Croe,or'Doue,it fhapes them to your feature. 
Incapable of more tepleat,with you. 

My moft true minde thus maketh mine vntrue. 

I3C 4 

O R whether doth my minde being crown’d with you 
Drinke vp the monarks plague this flattery ? 

Or whether (hall I lay mine eie faith true. 

And that your loue taught it this Alcumi&f 
To make of monfters.and things indigeft. 

Such cherubines as your iweet felfe refemble. 

Creating euery bad a perfect beft 
As faft as obiedlsto bis beames afiemble: 

Oh tis the firft,tis flstry in my feeing. 

And my great minde moft kingly drinkes it vp. 

Mine eie well knowes what with his guftis grccing, 

And to his pallat doth prepare the cup. 

If it be poifon’d,tis the lefler finne. 

That mine eye loues it and doth flrft beginne. 
nj 

T Hofe lines that I before haue writ doe lie, 

Euen thofe that laid I could not loue you deerer. 

Yet then my iudgement knew no rcafon why. 

My moft full flame fhould afterwards burne deerer. 

But reckening time,whofe milliond accidents 
Crecpe in twixt vowes,and change decrees of Kings, 

T an facrcd beautiejblunt the fharp'ft intents, 
Diucrtftrongmindes to th’ courfeof alcring things: 

Alas why fearing of times tiranie. 

Might 
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Might 1 not then lay now I loue you befl-. 

When I was ccrtainc ore in-certainty. 

Crowning the prefent^doubting of the refti 
Loue is a Babe , then might I not lay fo 
To giue full growth to that which Itill doth grow,. 
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L Bt me not to the marriage of true mindcs 
Admit impediments,loue is not loue 
Which alters when it alteration findes. 

Or bends with the remouer to remoue, 

O no s it is an euer fixed marke 

That lookes on temp efts and is neuerfhaken; 

It is the ftar to euery wandring barke, 

Whofe worths vnknowne, although his higth be taken, 
Lou’s not Times foole 5 though rofie lips and cheeks 
Within his bending ficklcs compafle come, 

Loue alters not with his breefe hourcs and weekes. 
But beares it out euen to the edge of doome; 

If this be error and vpon me preued, 

I neucr writ,nor no man euer loued* 
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A Cculemethus,thatIhauclcantcd all. 

Wherein I fhould your great deferts repay. 
Forgot vpon your deareft loue to call. 

Where o al bonds do tie me day by day. 

That I haue frequent binne with vnknown mindcs. 
And giuen to time your owne deare purchafd right. 
That I haue hoyfted laile to al the windes 
Which fhould transport me fartheft from your fight, 
Bookc both my wilfulneflfe and errors downe. 

And on iuftproofe furmiie,accumilate. 

Bring me within the leuel of youriirowne. 

But fhoote not at me in your wakened hate: 

Since my appeale faies I did ftriuc to prooue 
The conftancy and virtue of your loue 

H 
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L ike as to make our appetites more keene 
With eager compounds we out pallatyrge. 

As to preuent our malladies vnfeene. 

We ficken to limn ficknefle when we purge. 

Euen lo being full of your nere cloying fweetnefle. 
To bitter fawces did I frame my feeding; 

And ficke of wei-fare found a kind of meetnefle. 

To be difeafd ere that there was true needing. 

Thus pollicie in loue t anticipate 

The ills that were,not grew to faults allured. 

And brought to medicine a healthful! ftate 
Which rancke of goodneffe would by ill be cured. 
But thence 1 learne and find the leffon true. 

Drugs poylonhimthatfo fell fickc of you. 

Zip 

potions haue I drunkeof Syren teares. 

’ Diftif d from Lymbecks foule as hell within* 
Applying feares to hope s,and hopes to feares. 

Still iooung when Ifaw my felfc to win? 

What wretched errors hath my heart committed, 
Whxlft it hath thought it lelfc lb blefied neuer? 

How haue mineeics out of their Spheares bene fitted 
In the diflra&ion of this madding fcuer? 

O benefit ofill, now I find true 
That better is, by euillhll made better. 

And ruin’d loue when it is built anew 
Growes fairer then at firltynore ftrongdar greater. 

So Iretume rebukt to my content, 

And gain® by ills thrift more then l haue (pent, 

lao 

T Hat you were once vnkind be-fnends mee now. 
And for that forrow , which I then diddefede, 
Needes muft I vnder my tranlgtdfion bow, 
Vnlelfe my Kernes were bralfe or hammered ftede. 
Fotifyou were by my ynkindndft Ihakcn 
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As! by yours , ytaue paft a hell ofTime, 

And I a tyrant baue no leafure taken 
To waigh how once I fufFered in your crime. 

O that our night of wo might haue remembred 
My deepeft fence Jiow hard true forrow hits. 

And foone to you, as you to me then tendrcd 
The humble falue,which wounded bofomesfitsl 
But that your trclpafle now becomes a fee. 

Mine ranfoms yours,andyours mull ranlome mec, 
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T IS better to be vile then vile efteemed. 

When not to beprccciucs reproach of being. 

And the iuft plealure loll, which is fo deemed. 

Not by our feeling.but by others feeing. 

For wny fhould others falfc aduherat eyes 
Giue falutation to my Iportiue blood? 

Or on my frailties why are frailer fpiesj 
Which in their wils count bad what I think good? 

Noe, 1 am that I am,and they that leuell 
At my abufes/eckon vp their owne, 

I may be ftraight though they them-fclues be beuel 
By their rancke thoughtes,my deedes muft not be {hoym 
Vnlcffe this generall euill they maintaine, 

All men are bad and in their badnefle raigne. 

123 . 


*T Thy guifiijthy tables, are within my braine 
J. Full chara&crd with lading memoir. 
Which fhall aboue that idle rancke remaine 
Beyond all date eucn to eternity. 

Or at the leaft,fo long as braine and heart 
Haue facultie by nature to fubfift. 

Til each to raz’d obliuion yeeld his part 
Of thce,thy record neucr can be miftt 
That poore retention could not fo much hold, 
Nor need I tallies thy dcare louc to skore. 
Therefore to giue then from me was I bold; 

H a 
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To truft thole tables thatreceaue thee more, 

To keepe an adiunckt to remember thee. 

Were to import forgetfalndfe in met. 

r%3 

N O ! Time, thou {halt not boft that I doe change. 
Thy pyramyds buylt vp with newer ought 
To me are nothing nouell,nothing ftrange. 

They are but drelfings of a former lights 
Our dates are breefe, and therefor we admire. 

What thou doll foyftvpon vs that is ould. 

And rather make them borne to our defire. 

Then thinke that we before haue heard thcnttoulds 
Thy regifiers and thee I both defic. 

Not wondring at the prelent,nor the pall. 

For thy records, and what we fee doth lye. 

Made more or les by thy contmuallhaft: 

This I doe vow and this lhall eucr be, 

I will be true difpight thy fyeth and thee. 

124 - 

Y F my deareloue were but the childe of Hate, 

It might for fortunes bafterd be vnfatheted. 

As fubiedl to times Ioue,or to times hate. 

Weeds among weeds,or flowers with flowers gatherd. 
No it was buylded far from accident. 

It fuffers not in finilinge pomp,nor foils 
Vnder the blow of thralled difoontent. 

Whereto thlnuiting time our falhion calls? 

It feares not policy that Heriticke, 

Which workes on leales of Ihott nurfabredhowers. 

But all alone Hands hugely pollitick. 

That it nor growes with heat,nor drownes with Ihowrcs. 
To this I witnes call the foies of time. 

Which die for goodnes,who haue liu’d for crime* 

WEr't ought to me I bote the canopy, 

Y With my extern the outward honoring, 

Ot 
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Or layd great bafes for eternity, 

Which proues more fhort then waft or ruining? 
Haue I not feene dwellers on forme and fauor 
Lofe all,and more by paying too much rent 
For compound fweetjForgoing limple fauor, 

Pittifull thriuors in their gazing fpent. 

Noc,lct me be obfequicus in thy heart. 

And take thou my oblacion,poore but free. 

Which is not mixt with £econds,knows no art. 

But mutuall render onely me for thee. 

Hence,thou (nhboxnal uformer, a trewfoule 
When moft impeacht,ftands leaft in thy controule. 
1 16 

O Thou my lonely Boy who in thy power, 

Doeft hould times fickle glafle,his fickle,hower: 
Who haft by wayning grownc,and therein fhou’ft. 
Thy louers withering,as thy fweet felfe grow’ft. 

If Naturc(foucrain e mifteres ouer wrack) 

As thou goeft onwards ftill will plucke thee backe, 
Shekecpcs thee to this purpofe,thather skill. 

May time difgrace,and wretched mynuitkill. 

Yet feare her O thou minnion of her pleafute. 

She may detaine,but not ffill kcepc her trefurel 
Her though delayd )anfwcr’d muftbc. 

And her Quietus is to render thee. 

i i 
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I N the ould age blacke was not counted faire. 

Or if it weare it bore not beauties name? 

But now is blacke beauties fuccefliue heire. 

And Beautie flanderd with a baftard (hame. 

For fince each hand hath put on Natures power* 
Fairing the fbulc with Aits fauife borrow'd face, 
Sweet beauty hath no name no holy boure, 
Butisprophan d,if not hues in difgracc. 

H 3 
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Therefore my Miflerfle eyes are Rauen blacke. 

Her eyes fo luted.and they mourners feeme, 

Ac fuch who not borne faire no beauty Jack, 

Slandring Creation with a falfe eReeme, 

Yet fb they mourne becomming of theirwoe. 

That euery toung faies beauty Ihould iooke fo. 
ja§ 

H Ow oft when thou my mufike mufike playR^ 

Vpon that bleifed wood whole motion founds 
With thy fweet fingers when thou gently fwayft. 

The wiry concord thatmineeare confounds. 

Do I enuie thole lackes that nimble leape. 

To kifle the tender inward of thy hand, 

Whilft my poore lips which Ihould that haruefl reape, 

At the woods bouldnes by thee blufiiing Rand. 

To be fo tikkd they would change their Rate, 

And fituation with thofe dancing chips. 

Ore whome their fingers walke with gentle gate. 

Making dead wood more blefl then lining lips. 

Since faufie lackes fo happy are in this, 

Giue them their fingers,oie thy lips to kifle, 
lap 

T H’expenre of Spirit in a wafte offhame 
Is lufiin a&ion,and till a&on , luR 
Is petiurd,murdrous,hlouddy full of blame, 
Sauage,extreame,rude,cniell,notto truft, 

Inioyd no fooner but difpiled Rraieht, 

Paftreafon hunted, and no fooner had 
PaR reafon hated as a fwollowed bayt. 

On purpofe layd to make the taker mad. 

Made In purfut and in polfelfion fo, 

Had,hauing,and in quefi,to haue excreame, 

A bliffe in proofe and proud and very wo* 

Before a ioy propolH behind a dreame. 

All this the world well kao wes yet none kno wes well. 
To Own the heauen that leads men to this hdl. 

My 
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M Y Miftres eyes arc nothing like the Sunne, 

Currall is farre more rcd,thcn her lips red. 

If fnow be white, why then her brefts are dun: 

If haires be wiers,black wiers grow on her head: 

I haue feene Rofes damask t, red and white. 

But no fuch Roles lee I in her cheekes, 

And in fomc perfumes is there more delight. 

Then in the breath that from my Miftres reekes. 

I loue to heare her Ip cake, yet well I know. 

That Mulicke hath a farre more pleafing found: 
Igrauntlneuerlaw agoddeflegoe. 

My Miftres when ftiee walkes treads on the ground. 

And yet by hcauen I thinke my loue as rare. 

As any Ihc bcli’d with falfe compare. 
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T Hou art astiranous,lo as thou art. 

As thole whofe beauties proudly make them cruel!; 
For well thou know’ft to my deare doting hart 
Thou art thefiiireft and moft precious Iewell. 

Yet in good faith fome lay that thee behold. 

Thy face hath not the power to make louegtonej 
To lay they erre,I dare not be fo bold. 

Although I fwearc it to my felfe alone. 

And to be fure that is not falfe I fwearc 
A thouland groncs but thinking on thy face. 

One on anothers necke do witneffe bearc 
Thy blacke is faireft in my iudgements place. 

In nothing art thou blacke lauc in thy deeds, 

And thence this flaunder as I thinke proceeds. 

13s > 

T Hine cics I loue,and they as pittying me. 

Knowing thy heart torment me with difdaine, 

Haue put on black,and louing mourners bee. 

Looking with pretty ruthvpon my painc. 

And 
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And truly not the morning Sun of Heauen 
Better becomes the gray cheeks of th’ Eaft, 

Nor that full Starre that vfhers in the Eauen 
Doth halfc that glory to the fober Weft 
As thofe two morning eyes become thy faces 
O let it then as well bcfeeme thy heart 
To mournefor me fince mourning doth thee grace, 

And fute thy pi tty like in cuerypart- 
Then will I fweare beauty her felfe is blacke. 

And all they foule that thy complexion lacke. 

, V 3 

B Efhrew that heart that makes my heart to groane 
For that deepe wound it giues my friend and me; 

I’ft notynough to torture me alone, 

Butflaue to flauery my fweet’ft friend muftbe. 

Me from my felfe thy cruell eye hath taken. 

And my next felfe thou harder haft ingroffed. 

Of him,my felfe,and thee I am forlaken, 

A torment thrice three-fold thus to be crofted : 

Prifon my heart in thy fteele bofomes warde. 

But then my friends heart let my poore heart bale. 

Who ere kcepes me, let my heart be his garde, 

Thou canft not then vfe rigor in my Faile. 

And yet thou wilt, for I being pent in thee. 

Perforce am thine and all that is in me. 

now I haue confcft that he is thine. 

And I my felfe am morgag’d to thy will. 

My felfe lie fbrfeit,fo that other mine, 

Thou wilt reftore to be my comfort ftill: 

But thou wilt not, nor he will not be free. 

For thou artcouetous,and he is kinde. 

He lcarnd but furetie-like to write for me, 

Vnder that bond that him as faft doth binde. 

The ftatutc of thy beauty thou wilt take. 

Thou yfurcr that pufft forth all to vfe. 

And 
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And fue a friend, came debter for my fake^ 

So him I loofe through my vnkinde abule* 

Him haue 1 loft, thou haft both him and me* 

He paxes the w hoie,and yet am 1 not free. 

euer hath her wifh,thou haft thy Wt/l 3 
And Will too boote,and Will in cue r-plus, 

More then enough am l that vexe thcc ftill. 

To thy fweet will making addition thus. 

Wilt thou whofc will is large and fpatious. 

Not once vouchfafe to hide my will in thine* 

Shall will in others feeme right gracious* 

And in my will no faire acceptance fhine: 

The fea all water,yet receiues rainc ftill* 

And in aboundance addeth to his ftore. 

So thou beeing rich in mil adde to thy JF//A 
One will of mine to make thy large Will more* 

Let no vnkinde,no faire befeechers kill, 

Thinke all but one, and me in that one With 
x\6 

I F thy foule check thee that I come fo neere, 

S vvearc co thy blind foulcthat I was thy Will, 

And will thy foule knowes is admitted there. 

Thus farre for loue, my loue-futc fweet fullfilL 
Wtlly will fulfill the treafureof thy loue, 

I fill it full with wils,and my will one. 

In things of great receit with cafe we proouc* 

Among a number one is reckon d none. 

Then in the number let me pafle vntold. 

Though in thy ftorcs account I one muftbe. 

For nothing hold me fo itpleafe thee hold. 

That nothing me, a fome-thing fweet to thee. 

Make but my name thy loue, and loue that ftill* 

And then thou loueft me for my name is Will* 

*17 

T Hou blinde foolc loue, what dooft thou to mine eyes, 

I That 
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That they behold and fee not what they fee : 

They know what beautie is,fee where it lyes, 

T et what the beft is, take the worftto be. 
tf eyes corrupt by ouer-partiall lookcs. 

Be anchord in the baye where all men ride. 

Why of eyes - faifehood haft thou forged hookes. 

Whereto the judgement of my heart is tide ? 

Why ftiould my heart thinkcrhat a feuerall plot. 

Which my heart knowes the wide worlds common place! 
Or mine eyes feeing this, fay this is not 
To put faire truth vpon fo foule a face. 

In things right true my heart and eyes haue erred. 

And to this falfe plague are they now tranftcrrcd. 
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M/Hen my loue fweares that fheis made of truth, 
"Ido belecue her though I know fhe lyes. 

That ftie might thinke me fome vntutcrd youth, 
Vnlearnedin the w’orlds falfe fubrilties. 

Thus vaineJy thinking that flic thinkes me young. 
Although {he knowes my dayes are paft the beft. 

Simply! credit berfaflefpeaking tongue. 

On both fidcs thuslsfimple truth fuppreft t 
But wherefore laves Ihe not fhe is vniuft ? 

And wherefore fay not I that I am old i 
O loues beft habit is in feemingtruft, 

And age m loue,loues not fhauc yeares told. 

Therefore I lye with her,and flie with me. 

And in our faults bylyes we flattered be, 

O Cafl not me to iuftifie the wrong. 

That thy vnkindneffelayesvpon my heart. 

Wound me not with thine eye but with thy toting, 

Vfe power with power,and flay me not by Art, 

Tell me thou lou’ft elfe-wherejbut in my fight, 

Deare heart forbeare to glance thine eye afide. 

What needft thou wound with cunning when thy might 

la 
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Is more then my ore-preft defence can bide? 

Let me exaife thee ah my lone well knowcs. 

Her prcttie lookcs hauc beene mine enemies. 

And therefore from my face file turnes my foes. 

That they clfe-where might dart their iniuries : 

Yet do not fo,but fincel am necre flame, 

Kill me out-right with Iookc$,and rid my paine. 
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B E wife as thou art crucIi,do notprdfe 

My toung tide patience with too much difHame: 
Leaft forrow lend me words, and words exprefle. 

The manner of my pitrie wanting paine. 

If I might teach thee witte better it weare. 

Though not to loue,yet loue to tell me fo. 

As teftie fick-mcn w hen their deaths be necre. 

No newes but health from their Phifitions know* 

For if I fhould dilpaire 3 fhould grow madde. 

And in my madneffe might Ipeakcill of chcc. 

Now this ill wrefting world is growne fo bad* 

Maddc flanderersby madde eares bcleeued be* 

That I may not be fo, nor thou be Jyde, (wide. 

Scare thine eyes flraight , though thy proud heart goe 
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I N faith I doe not lone thee with mine eyes. 

For they in thee a thoufand errors note. 

But *ti$ my heart that loues what they difpifc. 

Who in difpight of view ispleafd to dote. 

Nor are mine cares witbthy toungs tune delighted. 

Nor tender feeling tobale touchesprone. 

Nor tafie, nor finell, defire to be inuited 
To any fcniiiall feaft with thee alone .* 

But my Hue wits, nor my fiue fences can 
Difwadc one foolifh heart from feruing thee, 

Wholeaues vnfwafd the likenefle of a man. 

Thy proud hearts fkue and vaflall wretch to be t 
Onely my plague thus farre I count my gaine. 

That (he that makes me £nne, awards me paine* 

1 % lorn 
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L Oue is my ftnne,and thy dcare vertue hate. 

Hate of my finne,grounded on finfuil louing, 

O but with mine, compare thou thine owne date. 
And thou (bait findc it merrits not reproouing. 

Or if it do, not from thofelips of thine, 

That haue prophan’d their (carlet ornaments. 

And leald rajfe bonds of loue as oft as mine, 

Eobd others beds reuenues of their rents. 

Be itlawlull I loue thee as thou lou ft thole, 
Whome thine eyes wooe as nrne importune thee, 
Roote pittie in thy heart chat when it growes. 

Thy pitty may deferue to pi; tied bee. 

If thou dooft feeke to haue what thou dooft hide. 
By lelfe example mai’ft thou be denide. 

I Oe as a carefullhufwife runnes to catch, 

.One of her fcthered creatures broake away. 
Sets downe her babe and makes all fwift diipatch 
Jn purfuit of the thing (he would haue (lays 
Whilft her neglefted child holds her in chace, 

Cries to catch her whole bufie care is bent. 

To follow that which flies befbte her face: 

Not prizing her poore infants dilamtent; 

So runft thou after that which flies from thee, 
Whilft I thy babe chace thee a farre behind. 

But if thou catch thy hope turne back to me: 

And play the mothers part kifl'e mc,be kind. 

So will I pray that thou maift haue thy WtUy 
If thou turne back and my loude crying (till. 

144 

T Wo loues I haue of comfort and difpaire. 
Which like two Jpirlcs do fugkft me ftill. 

The better angcll is a man riaht faire: 

The worfer (pint a woman collour’d il. 

To win me (bone to bell my fenull cuilf. 
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Tempteth my better angel from my fight, 

And would corrupt my faint to be a diuel: 

Wooing his purity with her fowle pride* 

And whether that my angel be turn’d finde, 

Sufpecl I may , yet not dire<5Hy tell. 

But being both from me both to each friend, 

I gefleonc angel in an others hel„ 

Yet this dial l nere know but Hue in doubt. 

Till my bad angel lire my good one out. 
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T Hofe lips that loues owns hand did make. 

Breath’d forth the found that (aid I hate. 

To me that laoguifht for her fake.* 

But when fhe faw my wofull ftate. 

Straight in her heart did mercie come. 

Chiding that tongue that ctier fweet^ 

Was vide m giuing gentle dome; 

And tought it thus a new to greetes 
I hate fhe altcrd with an end. 

That follow’d it as gentle day. 

Doth follow night who like a fiend 
From hcauen to hell isflowne away* 

I hate,from hate away fhe threw, 

And fau d my life faying not you, 
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P Ootc fbule the center of my finfiiH earth. 

My finfull earth thefe rebbell po wres that thee array. 
Why doft thou pine within and fuffer dearth 
Fainting thy outward walls fo coftlie gay? 

Why fo large coft hauing fo fliort a leafe, 

Doft thou vpon thy fading manfion fpcnd? 

Shall wormes inheritors of thisexceffej 
Eate vp thy chargeris this thy bodies end? 

Then foulcliue thou vpon thy feruants Ioffe* 

And let that pine to aggrauat thy ftorei 
Buy tearmcsditiine in foiling houres of droifes 

1 1 Within 
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Within be fed, without be rich no more, 

So {halt thou feed on death.that feeds on men. 

And death once dtadjther’s no more dying then. 
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M Y loue is as a feaucr longing ftifl. 

For that which longer nurfeth the difeafe. 

Feeding on that which doth prefertie the ill, 

Th’vncertaine ficklie appetite to pleafex 
My reafon the Phifition to my loue. 

Angry that his prelcri prions are not kept 
Hath left me, and I defperate now approoue. 

Defire is death, which Phifick did except. 

Paft cure I am,now Realon is paft care. 

And frantick madde with euer-more vnreft. 

My thoughts and my difeourfe as mad mens are. 

At randon from the truth vainely expreft. 

For I haue fworne thee faire,and thought thee bright^ 
Who art as black as hell, as darke as night. 
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O Me ! what eyes hath loue put in my head. 

Which haue no correfpondencc with true fight# 

Or if they haue, where is my tudgment fled. 

That cemures faifely what they fee aright ? 

Jf that be faire whereon my falfe eyes dote. 

What meanes the world to fay it is not fo t 
If it benotjthen loue doth well denote, 

Xoues eys4a<fc©s& true as all mensmo, 

How can it ? O ho w can loues eye be true. 

That is fo Text with watching and with teares.* 

No maruaile then though I miftake my view. 

The fiinne it fe'fe fees not, till hcauen c] ceres. 

O cunning loue, with teares thou keepfl me blinde, 
Leaft eyes well feeing thy foule faults fhould findc* 
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C Anft thou O crueU,fay I loue thee not. 

When 1 againft u*y felie with thee pertake t 

Doe 
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Die! not thi ike on thee when I forgot 
Am of my felfe, all tirant for thy fake? 

Who hatech thee that I doe call my friend. 

On whom froun’ft thou that 1 doe faune vpon. 

Nay if thou iowrft on me doe I not fpend 
Reuenge vpon my felfe with prefent tnone? 

Wiiat merrit do 1 in my felfe refpeift. 

That is lo proudc thy feruice to difpife. 

When all my beft doth worlhip thy defc6f. 

Commanded by the motion of thine eyes. 

But loue hate on for now I know thy minde. 

Thole that can fee thou lou’flymd I am blind. 
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O H from what powre haft thou this powrefull might. 
With infufficiency my heart to fvvay. 

To make me giue the lie to my true fight. 

And fivere that brightRcffe doth not grace the day? 
Whence haft thou this becommingof things il. 

That in the very refufe of thy deeds. 

There is fuch ftrength and warranti'e of skill. 

That in my mindc thy worft all beft exceeds? 

Who taughtthee how' to make me loue thee more, 

The more 1 heare and fee iuft caule of hate. 

Oh though I loue what others doe abhor. 

With others thou Ihouidft not abhor my ftate. 

Ifthy vnworthinefle raifdlone in me, 

Morewortbylto bebeloud of thee. 

L Oue is too young to know what confidence is, 

Yet who knowes not confcience is borne ofloue, 
Then gentle cheater vrge not my amiffe, 

Teaft guilty of rpy faults thy fweet felfe proue. 
per thou betraying me, I doe betray 
My nobler part to my grofe bodies trealon. 

My finite doth tell my body that he may, 

Trtumphin louc,flc£u Rates no farther reaibt), 

But 
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But ryfing at thy name doth point out thee. 

As his triumphant prize, proud of this pride. 

He is contented thy poore drudge to be 
T o ftand in thy a€faires,fali by thy fide. 

No want or confidence hold it that I call. 

Her loue, for whofe deare loue I rile and fall. 
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I N louing thee thou know’ft I am forfworne. 

But thou art twice forfworne to me loue /wearing. 
In a& thy bed-vow broake and new faith tornc. 

In vowing new hate after new loue bearings 
But why of two othes breach doe I accufe thee. 
When 1 breake twentysl am periur’d moft. 

For all my vowes are othes but to tnifufc thee: 

And all my honefl faith in thee is loft. 

For I haue fworne deepe othes of thy deepe kindnefie: 
Othes of thy loue,thy truth,thy conftancie. 

And to inlighten thee gaue eyes to blindnefie. 

Or made them fwcre againft the thing they fee. 

For I haue fworne thee fairesmore periurde eye. 

To /were againft the truth fo foulc a lie, 

Ffid laid by his brand and fell a fleepe, 

A maide of Dyans this aduantage found. 

And his loue-ktndling fire did quickly fteepe 
In a could vallie-fountainc of that ground: 

Which borrowd from this holic fire of loue, 

A dateicfle Iiuely heat ftill to indure. 

And grew a fcething bath which yet men prone, 
Againft ftrang malladies a loueraigne cure: 

But at my miftres eie loues brand new fired , 

The boy for triall needes would touch my btcft, 

I fick withall the helpe of bath defired. 

And thether hied a fad diftemperdgueft. 

But found no cure,thebath for my helpe lies. 
Where Cifid got new firejmy miftres eye. 
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T He little Loue-God lying once a fleepe. 

Laid by his fide his heart inflaming brand, 
Whilft many Nymphcs that vou’d chaft life to keep, 
Came tripping by, but in her maiden hand, 

The fayrefl votary tooke vp that fire, 

Which many Legions of true hearts had warm’d. 
And lo the Generali of hot defire. 

Was fleeping by a Virgin hand difarm’d. 

This brand me quenched in a code Well by, 
Which from loues fire tooke heat perpetuall, 
Growing a bath and hcalthfull remedy. 

For men difeafd,btit I my Miftrifle thrall, 

Came there for cure and this by that I proue, 
Loues fire heates water, water codes not loue. 
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A Loners complaint. 


sr 

Wit II AM ShAKB-SMAKS. 

TpRom off a hill yvhofc concaue wombc reworded, 
JT Aplaintfull ttory from a fiftring vale 
Myfpirrits t’attend this doble voyce accorded. 

And downe I laid to lift the fad tun’d tale. 

Ere long efpied a fickle maid full pale 
Tearing ofpapets breaking rings a twaine. 

Storming her world with forrowes.wind and nine* 

Vpon her head a plattid hiue of ftraw. 

Which fortified her vifage from the Sunne, 
Whereon the thought might thinke fomethne k few 
The carkas of a beauty fpent and donne. 

Time had not iithed ail that youth begun. 

Nor youth all quit,butfpightofheauens fell rage. 
Some beauty peept,through lettice of fear'd age* 

Oft did (he heaue berNapkin to her eyne. 

Which on it had conceited chare&ers: 

Launching the filken figures in the brine. 

That feafbned woe had pelleted in teares. 

And often reading what contents it bearers 
As often fhriking vndiftinguifht wo, 

In clamours of au fize both high and low. 

Some-times her leueld eyes their carriage ride. 

As they did battry to the fpheres intend; 

Sometime diuerted their poore balls are tide, 

To th orbed earth jfometimes they do extend. 

Their view right on, anon their gales lend, 
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To euery place at once and no where fiat. 

The mind and fight diftra&edly comnwit. 

Her haire norloofe norti’d in formall plat* 

Piroclaimd in her a careleffe hand of pride} 

For lome vn tuck’d defeended her flieu’d hat. 

Hanging her pale and pined checke befide. 

Some in her threeden fillet ftill did bide, 

And trew to bondage would not breake from thence, 
Though Hackly braided in loofc negligence, 

A thoufimd fauours from a maund flie drew, 

Of amber chriftall and of bedded let. 

Which one by one file in a riuer threw, 

Vpon whole weeping margent {he was let. 

Like vlery applying wet to wet , 

Or Monarches hands that lets not bounty fall. 

Where want cries fomejbut where cxccftc begs aQ. 

Offolded fchedulls had Ihe many a one. 

Which fhe peruf d,fighd,tore and gaue the flud, 
Cracktmany aringofPofied gold andbone, 

Bidding them find their Sepulchers in mud. 

Found yet mo letters fadly pend in blood. 

With fieided filke,feate and affe&edly 
Enfwath’d and feald to curious fccrecy. 

Thefeoftenbath’ d Ihe in her fluxiue eies. 

And often kift,and often gaue to teare. 

Cried O falle blood thou regifter oflies* 

What vnapproued witnes dooft thou beard 

Inke would haue leem’d more blackc and damned hctlt! 

This laid in top of rage the lines Ihe rents. 

Big difeonwnt^o breaking their contents, 

&Kuet«d man that ceas'd his catccfinn 
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Sometime a bluferer that the ruffle knew 
Of Court ofCtttie,and had let goby 
The fwiftcft houres obferued as they flew. 
Towards this affiifted fancy feftly drew* 

And priuiledg’d by age defees to know 
In brccfe the grounds andmotiues of her wo. 

So Aides he downe vppon his greyned bat; 
And comely diftant fits he by her fide. 

When hee againe dcfircs her,being fatte. 

Her greeuance with his hearing to deuide; 

If that from him there may be ought applied 
Which may her fuffering extafie affwagc 
Tis promilt in the charitie of age , 

Father fhe faies,though in mee you behold 
The iniury of many a blafting hourc; 

Let it not tell your Judgement I am old. 

Hot age,but fbrrow,ouer me hath power; 

I might as yet haue bene a threading flower 
Frefh to my felfe, ifl had felfe applyed 
Loue to my felfe, and to no Loue befidc. 

But wo is mee ,too early I atttcnded 
A youthfull firit it was to gainemy grace; 

O one by natures outwards fo commended. 
That maidens eyes ftucke ouer all his face, 
Loue lackt a dwelling and made him her place. 
And when in his faire parts fihee didde abide, 
Shee was new lodg’d and newly Deified. 

His browny locks did hang in crooked curies. 
And euery light occafion of the wind 
Vpon his lippes their filken parcels buries, 
Whatsfwectto do,to do wil aptly find. 

Each eye that fawhim did inchaunt the mindc; 
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For on his vifage was in little drawne. 

What largenefie thinkes in parradife wasfawne, 

Smal Ihcw of man was yet vpon his chinne. 

His phenix downe began but to appeare 
Like vnfhorne veluet,on that tcrmleffc skin 
Whole bare out-brag’d the web it leem'd to were. 

Yet fliewed his vifage by that coll more deare. 

And nice affeflions wauering flood in doubt 
If beft were as it was,or belt without. 

His qualities were beautious as his forme. 

For maiden tongu’d he was and thereof free; 

Yet if men mou a him,washc liich a florme 
As oft twixt May and April! is to lee. 

When windes breath fwect.vnruly though they bee. 

His rudeneffc lb with his authoris’d youth. 

Did liuery fallcnelfc in a pride of truth. 

Wei could hec ride, and often men would lay 

That horfehis mettellfrom his rider takes 

Proud of fubie<flion, noble by the fwaie, ( makes 

What rounds,what bounds,what courfe what flop he 

And controuerfie hence a queftion takes. 

Whether the horle by him became his deed. 

Or he his mannad’g , by’th wel doing Steed. 

But quickly on this fide the verdi& went. 

His reall habitude gaue life and grace 
To appertainings and to ornament, 

Accomplifht in him-lclfe not in his cafe: 

All ayds thcm-felues made fairer by their place. 

Can for addicions,yct their purpoTd trimme 
pcec'd not his grace but were al grac’d by him. 

So on the tip of his fubduing tongue. 
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All kinde of arguments and queftion deepen 
A1 replication prompted reafon flrong 
For nis aduantage ftill did wake and flecp. 

To make the weeper Jaugh,the laugher weep® 

He hadthe dialcft and different skil, 4 

Catching a! paflions in his craft of will. 

That hee diddein the general bofome raigne 
OPyoung, of old, and fexcs both inchanted. 

To dwel with him in thoughts, or to remaine 
In perfonal duty,following where he haunted. 
Content’s bewiecht, ere he delire haue granted. 

And dialogu’d for him what he would fay, 

Askt their own wils and made their wils obey. 

Many there were that did his pi&ure gette 
To terue their cics,and in it put their mind, 

Xikefooles that in th’ imagination tet 
The goodly obie&i which abroad they find 
Oflands and manlion*,theirs in thought aflign’d. 

And labouring in moe pleafures to bcftow them. 

Then the true gouty Land-lord which doth owe them. 

So many haue that neuer toucht his hand 
Sweetly fuppofd them miftrefle of his hearts 
My wofull felfe that did in freedome ftand. 

And was my owne fee limple(not in part ) 

What with his art in youth and youth in art 
Threw my affc&ions in his charmed power, 
Reterudthc ftalkc and gaue him al my flower* 

Yet did I not as fome my equals did 
Demaund ofhim,nor being de&edyeeldedi 
Finding my felfe in honour fo foAidde, 

With lafeft diftance I mine honour (heelded^ 
faperiencc for me many buiyrsrkei buildcd 
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Ofproofs new bleeding which reraaind the foil* 
Of this falfe Iewell,and bis amorous fpoile. 

But ah who euer fhun’d by precedent. 

The dcftind ill Ihe muft her lelfe aflay. 

Or forc’d examples gainft her owne content 
To put the by-paft pcrr ils in her way? 

Counfaile may flop a while what will not flay; 
For when we rage,aduife is often feene 
By blunting y $ to make our wits more keene. 

Nor giues it facisfa<ftion to our blood. 

That wee muft curbe it vppon others proofe. 

To be forbod the fweets that feemes lo good. 
For feare ofharmes that preach in ourbehoofo; 
O appetite fiom iudgement ftand aloofel 
The one a pallate hath that needs will tafte, 
Thoughxealon weepe and cry it is thylaft. 

For further I could fay this mans vntrue. 

And knew the patternes of his foulc beguiling. 
Heard where his plants in others Orchards grew* 
Saw how deceits wereguilded in his failing. 
Knew yoweSjWere euer brokers to defiling, 
Thought Chara&ers and words meerly but art 
And baftardsofhis foulc adulterat heart. 

And long ypon thefe termesl held my Citty, 
Till thusnec gan befiegeme ; Gentle maid 
Hauc of my fuffering youth fbrne feeling pitty 
And be not of my holy vowes afifraid, 

Thatsto ye fworneto none was euer faid. 

For fcafts of loue 1 haue bene call’d vnto 
Till nowdidncrc inuitc nor neucr vow. 

AU my offences that abroad youfee 
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Are errors of the blood none of the mind: 

Loue made them not,with a&ure they may be. 
Where neither Party is nor trew nor kind. 

They fought their fhamc that fo their fhame did find. 
And fo much Ieffe of fhame in me remaines. 

By how much of me their teproch containes. 

Among the many that mine eyes haue feene, 

Not one whole flame my hart fomuch as warmed. 

Or my affe&ion put to th, fmalleft teene. 

Or any ofmyleifureseuer Charmed, 

Harme haue I done to them but nere was harmed. 
Kept hearts in liueries.but mine ownc was free. 

And raignd cotnmaunding in his monarchy. 

Lookc heare what tributes wounded fancies fent me, 
Ofpalyd pearles and rubies red as blood: 

Figuring that they their paffions likewife lent me 
Ofgreefe and blufhes, aptly vnderftood 
In bloodleffe white.and the encrimfon d mood. 
Effects of terror and deare modefty, 

Encampt m hearts but fighting outwardly. 

And Lo behold thefe tallents of their heir, 
Withtwifted mettle amoroufly empleachc 
I haue receau’d from many afeueral faire, 

Their kind acceptance, wepingly beleecht. 

With th’anncxions of faire gems inricht. 

And deepe brain’d fonnets that did amplifie 
Each ftoncs deare Nature, worth and quallity. 

The Diamond?why twas beautiful! and hard. 
Whereto hisinuif a properties did tend. 

The deepe greene Emrald in whofe frefh regard* 
Wcake fights their fickly radience do amend. 

The heauen hewd Saphir and the OpaU blend 
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With obie&s manyfold ; each leucrall ftone. 

With wit well blazond fmil’d or made feme monc> 

Lo all thele trophies ofafFe&ions hot. 

Of penfiud and fubdew’d defires the tender. 

Nature hath chargd me that 1 hoord them not. 

Bur yceld them vp where I my felfe muft renders 
That is to you my origin and ender .• 

For thele of force muft your oblations be, 

Since I their Aulter, j eu enpatrone me. 

Oh then aduance(of yours Jthatphrafeks hand. 
Whole white weights downc the airy Icale of praife. 
Take all thele fimilies to your owne command. 
Hollowed with fighes that burning lunges did raife: 
What me your minifter for you obaics 
Workes vnder you,and to your audit comes 
Their diftradfc par cells,in combined fummes. 

lo this dcuice was lenttne from a Nun, 

Or Sifter fan ffified ofholieft note. 

Which late her noble fuit in court did Ihun, 

Whole rareftbauings made the bioflorris dote. 

For Ihe was fought by fpirits of ritcheft cote. 

But kept cold diftance,and did thence remoue. 

To Ipend her liuing in eternall loue. 

But oh my fweet what labour ift to leaue. 

The thing we haue not.maftring what not ftriues, 
Pltyi.ig the Place which did uo forme rcceiuc , 
Playing patient Iports in vnconftramd giues. 

She that her lame lb to her felfe contriues. 

The femes of battaile fcapeth by the flight. 

And makes her abfcnce valiant, not hernugjit 

Oh pardon ms In dm my boaft is tree, 

L 
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The accident which brought me to her eie, 

Vpon the moment did her force fubdewe. 

And now fhe would the caged cloiftcr flies 
Religious loue put out religions eye: 

Not to be tempted would flic be enur’d. 

And now to tempt all liberty procure. 

How mightie then you arc, Oh hearc me tell, 

The broken bofoms that to me belong, 

Haue emptied all their fountaines in my well: 

And mine I powre your Ocean all atnonge: 

I ftrong ore them and you ore me being ftrong. 

Mu ft for your vi&orie vs all congeft. 

As compound loue to phifickyour cold breft. 

My parts had powre to charrne a Acred Sunne, 

Who difeiplin’d I dieted in grace, 

Beleeu’d her cies,whcn they t’ aflaile begun. 

All vowes and confecrations giuing place: 

O moftpotentiallloue.Yowe, bond,nor fpacc 
In thee hath neither fting,knot,nor confine 
Fot thou art all and all things els are thine. 

When thou imprefleft what are precepts worth 
Offtale cxample?when thou wilt inflame. 

How coldly thofe impediments ftand forth 
Of wealth of filiiall feare,Iawe, kindred fame, ('fliame 

Loues armes are peace, gainft rule , gainft fence, gainft 
Andfwcetensinthe fuffring pangues it bcares. 

The AUoesof all forces, fhockes and feares. 

Now all thefe hearts that doe on mine depend. 

Feeling it breake,with bleeding groanes they pine. 

And Applicant .their fighes to you extend 
To leaue the battrie that you make gainft mine. 

Lending fofc audience, to n ly facet defigne^ 


And 



C OMPIAINT, 

And credent foule,to that ftrong bonded oth. 

That fhall preferre and vndertake my troth. 

This (aid, his watrie eics he did difmount, 

Whofe fightes till then were leaueld on my face. 
Each cheeke a riuer running from a fount, 

With bryniflj currant do wne-ward flowed a pace: 
Oh how the channell to the (fleam e gaue grace! 
Who glaz’d with Chriftall gate the glowing Rofes, 
That flame through water which their hew inclofes. 

Oh father,what a hell of witch-craft lies. 

In the fmail orb of one perticular teare? 

But with the invndation of the eies: 

What rocky heart to water will not weare? 

What breft fo cold that is not warmed heare. 

Or cleft efredflcold modefty hot wrath: 

Both fire from hence, and chill extin&urc hath. 

For loe his paffion but an art of craft, 

Euen there refolu d my reafon into teares. 

There my white ftole of chaftity I daft, 

Shooke off my fober gardes, ana ciuill feares, 
Appeare to him as he to me appeares: 

All meltingjthough our drops this diffrencebore. 
His poifbn’d me, and mine did him reftore. 

Id him a plenitude of fubtle matter. 

Applied to Cautills,allttraing formes recciues, 
Ofburning blufhes.or of weeping water. 

Or founding paleneffe : and he takes and leaues. 

In cithers aptneffe as it beft deceiues: 

To blulh at fpeeches ranck , to weepe at woes 
Or to turne white and found at tragick fhowes. 

That not a heart which in his leuell came. 

La 


Could 



The lovs&t 

Cou’d icape the haile of his all hurting ayme. 
Shewing faire Mature is both kinde and tame : 

And vaild in them did winne whom he would mairne, 
Agajnft the thing he fought ,he would exclaime, 
Whenhenaoft burnt in hart-wifhtluxurie. 

He preacht pure tnaide,and praifd told chaftitie. 

Thus mecrely with the garment of a grace. 

The naked and concealed feind he couerd, 
Thatth’vnexperient gaue the tempter place. 

Which iikea Chcrubin aboue them houerd. 

Who young and fimple would not be fo iouerd . 

Aye me I fell, and yet doqucfhon make. 

What I fhould doe againe for fuch a fake. 

O thatinfe£led moyfture of his eye, 

O that falfe fire which in his cheeke fo glowdr 
O that forc’d thunder from his heart did flye, 

O that fad breath his Ipungie Jungs beftowcd s 
O all that borrowed motion foeming owed. 

Would yet againe betray the fore-betrayed. 

And newperucrc a reconciled Maide» 


FINIS. 
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